


FwPT MMe 


eaves 





Table of Contents 


Cover 
Characters 
Table of Contents 
00 
Prologue 1 
Passage 1 
Prologue 2 
Passage 2 
Prologue 3 
Interlude 
Prologue 4 
Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Passage 3 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 


» Epilogue 
» Credits 


00 


| was falling. 
| plunged headlong into the roaring wind. 


My unreliable hands and feet were squirming. 

The terrifying sensation made it hard to breathe. 

My widened eyes could only see the colour of the sky and 
didn’t help me at all. 


It was a familiar sight. 

The battle at Jugfena Fortress. The moment when | was 
thrown down from the rooftop and feared from the bottom 
of my heart. 

Someone gripped my outstretched hand. 

Kamil. Why are you here? | said at that time. 

But the figure | saw before me was not of the person who 
| knew. 

Cold eyes peeked out from behind his hood. There were 
tragic burns and blade wounds on his face. His cheeks 
looked hollow. His dirty brown hair was slightly long. 





Why are you there? 
He let go of my hand before | could get the words out, 
that were completely different from my thoughts a year ago. 


My outstretched arm paddled in the air. 
| fell. 
It was as if | was being pulled into a dark, soundless void. 


At the end of my squirming hand, a thin chain swayed 
with a cling. 


In the darkness. That was how | knew it was a 
nightmare. 





Prologue 1 


... Clang, the thin chain on her wrist fell towards her arm. 

Eliza stared at the tip of her outstretched left hand in the 
air and finally came back to her senses when the chain 
made that sound. 

It was dark inside the bed that was separated by a cloth. 
That was probably why she had difficulty distinguishing 
between dream and reality. 

She slowly raised herself up and dragged her heavy body 
out of bed. The moonlight shining in from outside was quite 
bright, and she immediately realised that it hadn’t been 
long since she fell asleep. 

This had been happening more and more for a while now. 
She had a dream when she fell asleep. When the dream 
ends, she wakes up after a short time from her shallow 
sleep. The dream that she vaguely remembered always 
seemed the same. 

Kamil had come with Rashiok to help her in the 
battle at Jugfena Fortress. Then the dream suddenly 
switched to the time when the nun attacked, and she was 
thrown into the air by Kamil. She squirmed in the air while 
falling and woke up. 

| have to sleep. Eliza told herself. This amount of sleep is 
too little for a young, growing body. Her body was already 
exhausted from the lack of sleep and felt like lead as she 
Slowly walked to her bed. Her stomach felt as if it was full of 
stones, her head ached dully, and her legs felt like jelly. 

Eliza threw herself down onto the soft bed. /f only there 
was something to catch my body in the dream, then maybe 
| wouldn’t wake up every time, she couldn’t help but think. 

(... Or if | could just find Kamil...) 





It’s like there’s a cold stone stuck at the back of my 
throat, she thought while touching it. 

No matter how much she searched the fief, the only 
information she could find on the girl with the dawn 
coloured eyes was that she had visited the area as a nun in 
the past. The people who had worked with her remained 
completely unknown. 

I’m not sure if that person who | saw for a moment 
covered in burn marks was really Kamil. It could have been 
someone who looked like him. 

However, since the person looked like Kamil, Eliza 
couldn’t give any information on who it was, so she couldn’t 
search for information in her fief. If it was known that the 
person who was close to her may be working with a girl who 
has a connection to Rindarl, then it would not only 
jeopardise her position, but that of Earl Thelesia too. 

She had to find Kamil if he was still alive. 

(1 have no right to hold a grudge against Kamil even if he 
really did betray me. His father’s death was a result of 
something | did. | have to accept his hatred, just like how | 
accept the hatred of the citizens.) 

However, dealing with the collaborators of Rindarl was 
different. If the person who looks like Kamil is someone that 
disturbs the peace of Arxia, then Eliza needed to fulfil her 
responsibility as a noble of this kingdom to protect 
the people of this fief. 

(... You seek out the person you regret letting die, and 
now you want to kill him with your own hands?) 

Eliza’s face was filled with contempt and pain, not even 
mocking herself. /t’s my responsibility, my duty, she 
whispered, reasoning with herself, but there was a crushing 
pain deep inside her chest that made it hard to breathe. It 
was as if those congeal thoughts were blocking her 
breathing. 

Kamil might hate her. This alone could easily shatter her 
need to live. Slowly the heavy feeling of resignation nested 








itself within her. 

(- In the end, the reason why | cling to life no matter 
how miserable it is, is not because | think | should live, or 
because | respect my life. It’s just... because that one 
person wanted me to live. That sense of duty is the only 
thing that has kept me alive so far. No matter how much 
people want me to die, I’m alive because of the words that 
one person left me...) 





000000 


| recalled the time when even Earl Thelesia wasn’t in this 
fief yet. 

As soon as | had killed my family, those who fled like 
spiders for fear of being exposed for their crimes, and those 
who were freed from the control of her father, both 
disappeared from the Golden Hill Mansion. The only ones 
left at the mansion were me, who had nowhere else to go, 
and a skinny maid, who also had nowhere else to go. 


She was a woman with no distinguishing features other 
than her freckles. 

She was maldeveloped and had a body so thin that it 
looked like it would snap like a twig. Her body was smaller 
than that of my twelve year old sister’s. And yet, her worn 
and tired face that was as still as the surface of a calm lake 
made it impossible to tell her age just by looking at her. 

She was a woman of few words. | even thought that she 
couldn’t speak because she never opened her mouth much. 
It was only when there was no one else at the mansion 
that | learnt that wasn’t the case. It was only when there 

were only the two of them left that the woman spoke. 

“You did the right thing.” 

That was the first thing she said to me. 

The woman took care of me uninterestedly even though it 
wasn’t her job anymore. | wondered again if she didn’t want 


to kill me or torment me. She had the right to do so, | 
thought. She was one of those who were tormented in this 
mansion because she had no relatives. 

| killed my family. | let dozens of people die before | made 
up my mind to do so. | couldn’t stand it since it was so far 
removed from the ethics of my previous life, which | had 
used to make my decision. | was terrified of future 
conviction, but when it was all over, living was just a force of 
habit. 

That was why it would have been fine even if she had 
killed me | wanted her to kill me and end it. | thought 
it was fine and wondered why the woman didn’t do so. 

“You were right. Your sins have been atoned for.” 

That was the second thing the woman said to me. 

She had lung problems. When my guardian, Earl Thelesia, 
arrived from the capital, she was bedridden as if she had 
fulfilled her task. 

| went to see her every day under the watchful eyes of 
the nanny, but no matter how much time passed, the fear of 
death never crossed her face. 

| soent most of my days next to the bed where she laid. It 
seemed like the right thing to do. | somehow knew that she 
didn’t have the strength to leave the room by herself. So, | 
decided to stay within her reach so that she could kill me if 
she wanted to. 

| placed a knife under the woman’s pillow with my own 
hands. She peeled rotten apples with it. 

She was getting weaker by the minute. 

One day, she stopped peeling apples and | realised that 
She couldn’t even lift her arms anymore. 

| put the knife in the woman’s hand and pushed it into my 
neck. She could kill me with a slight movement. 

That was the first time | touched her. 

She didn’t move the knife. 

“Why won't you kill me?” 

It was my first and last question to her. 





That was also the first and last time | spoke to her. 

i: You like me, don’t you? So much so, that you 
wouldn’t mind being killed by me. | like you. So much so, 
that | don’t want to kill you. So live. Don’t die. I’m 
sorry.” 

The woman smiled feebly. 

She died with a slight smile on her face. 

| found myself crying at the third sentence the woman 
had left behind. 








... Still don’t know anything else about her. 

| didn’t even know her name and cared for her as she 
died. 

| only Know that she was the first person to love me. 
Everything she left behind has made me who | am today 
and kept me alive. 

But now... 

| wonder if it’s right that I’ve created an existence that 
feels heavier than the woman who has already died. 

Is it right that the pain of life has become more vivid 
because of it? 

I’m aware I’m in a dangerous position. However, | knew 
that the reason why | haven’t stepped over the line was 
because other existences occupied my mind as well. 

Even though each of them is incomparably lighter than 
Kamil’s existence it was enough for me to understand 
that | shouldn’t entrust my heart to someone else. 





Passage 1 





There is a scene that is burnt into my mind and will 
then leave. 

The scene of me gripping the thin wrist of a child in the 
roaring wind and of her round red eyes looking up at me. 

That’s the only image that vividly comes to my constant 
hazy mind over and over again and then disappearing. 

The lips of the stunned child moved slightly, but the 
sound didn’t reach my ears. Something flashed through my 
mind, trying to overlap with that moment, but disappeared 
just as quickly as it had appeared. 


“Ah, it hurts, my wound hurts! | definitely won't forgive 
that feudal lord’s daughter ... What are you looking 
at!? You're really useless, you good-for-nothing bastard!! | 
can’t believe you dropped her when you had her in your 
hand!!” 

The girl’s shriek, which didn’t hide her irritation, a cuss at 
me. She made me kneel down and hit my cheeks as hard as 
she could. | couldn’t react straight away since she had told 
me to fold my arms behind my back and could only flop 
onto the ground. 

My skin scraped against the rough, dusty stone floor of 
the decaying fortress, and a sharp, burning pain came over 
me. 

Still, not even a whimper escaped my throat. 

My body twitched with fear and | couldn’t move. The 
memory of the pain that felt like a criminal being burnt at 
the stake surfaced in my mind and was burnt in my brain. 

But | already knew that it didn’t look that way from the 
outside. 





The more | showed my emotionless attitude, the more 
irritated the girl got. This girl took pleasure in the emotions 
she gave others. 

“... Worthless! Gross!!” 

A dull sound echoed along with the words she spat out, 
and her foot was on my stomach. 


The impact made it impossible to catch my breath. A 
sound escaped from my throat and the girl finally looked 
happy. 

| might be worthless since | can’t show pain or fear on my 
face. 

“Wilhelmina, you better stop, or he’ll die.” 

A woman ’s voice, husky from smoking, came from the 
entrance of the room. 

“... Oh, Deiferais. Welcome back.” 

The girl grumpily accepted the woman’s return. | let out a 
gasp, stifling the sound as her storm of violence subsided. 
The inside of my stomach aches badly, but it was better 
than the pain of not being able to breathe. 

“I’m back, Wilhelmina.” 

“Have you finished with your business?” 

“Excellently. I’ve come to an understanding with the 
northern nobles.” 

“Good. So, we’ll start acting soon, right?” 

“Yeah. It’ll be your job to welcome them... In any case.” 

“Half the people who are supposed to be your hands and 
feet were captured by an eight year old girl and locked up at 
the royal capital. The other two are dead.” 

The girl’s voice was filled with anger. Her voice was 
directed at the girl she hated, but it was also directed at me. 
“| know you're angry because you’ve been completely 

taken advantage of, but don’t throw a tantrum.” 

The woman soothed the girl. She seemed to be in a good 
mood even though her subordinate or maybe minion 
had messed up. 








“... We’re comrades, right?” 

The girl, perhaps thinking the same thing, asked the 
woman suspiciously. 

The woman muttered, “We are,” and laughed throatily. 
Then, she wandered out the room like she had when she 
came in. 

“... What the fuck? Argh, you’re all good-for nothings!” 
She once again exploded since she knew the woman 
couldn’t see her anymore. | somehow knew that her boiling 

gaze once again fell down at me. 


... Cold. 

| spent the night standing in a daze of pain and cold, 
unable to sit down, in a prison filled with dripping filthy 
water. 

The scars all over my body seemed to be burning. 

The stiffened skin that exposed my nerves hurt when 
exposed to cold air. My body had been exposed to cold air 
for many years and my temperature was stolen by the filthy 
water, freezing my body and making it shiver. 

I’m surprised you can keep your sanity, | thought as if it 
was someone else’s problem. 

No, even if I’m conscious, what’s warped is warped. I’m 
not insane, but | don’t believe I’m sane right now. 

Me? | slightly breathed out in mockery. | don’t know 
if that vague existence, which | don’t even know exists or 
not, could be sane... 

| don’t know who | am. | don’t know why I’m here or why 
I’m being treated like this. 

| have no memories to look back on. | soend endless days 
being a punching bag for a whimsical girl or killing people. | 
get a horrible headache if | try to remember, and the 
glimpse | remember is... 

A vulgar laugh. Pain that made me wish | was dead. | see 
the disgusting, ugly figure of myself being slashed, burnt, 
beaten, stabbed and withering in pain like a worm. | can 





only pant in pain like a beast, without uttering any 
meaningful words while squirming and screaming. 

| knew that memory of fear that burnt into my soul and 
didn’t disappear like an imprint, was instilled by so-called 
torture. The fact that | was now trapped in this water 
dungeon could be considered a part of that torture. 

| squeezed out a small soundless pant from my mouth in 
fear, and the sound was absorbed by the water and stone 
wall and disappeared. 
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| don’t understand. | don’t even know what that word 
means anymore. But it was the only thing | could remember 
after losing everything. 

The back of my throat ached each time | said it. But at 
the same time, the image of someone calling out to me 
from behind my hazy mind flashed through my head. 

I’ll tell you everything, so 
| promised. | spoke with that phantom existence. 
Yes, I'll tell you properly this time 

With whom and what kind of promise did | make? The 
memory is still unclear, no matter how much pain | endured 
and tried to pull it out, but it is the only thing that is keeping 
me alive. 

Just thinking about that memory is enough to make my 
head burn, but I’m sure I'd be lying in this filthy water at any 
moment if | don’t cling to that sound. 

Red flickered in my mind, and | heard the voice of 
someone young. The red is like the colour of blood, but 
somehow, | felt sadly relieved to see that colour. 














Prologue 2 


The plateau to the east of Jugfena was engulfed in war for 
the first time in six years. 

| remembered that | joined the ranks of a small defensive 
battle, that has been almost forgotten in the capital, with a 
meagre army of only 50 men. 

It was supposed to be my first battle; buried in people’s 
memories without even being recognised as a skirmish 
between nations, which came to be called a foolish name; 
[The Secret Defensive Battle[]. So on paper, this was my 
first battle. 

The Kaldia army numbered 250 men. At the age of 12, | 
was on the left of the elite royal army troops, leading a 
small army of which more than half consisted of 
cavalrymen. 

It’s funny, isn’t it? Didn’t | say that our army would 
mainly provide logistical support to the fiefs bordering my 
fief? Why did it turn out like this? We were supposed to be 
training on how to quickly transport supplies, injured people 
and information, but before | knew it, we were on the 
frontline. 

The armed forces of Rindarl Union Dukedom which was 
established last spring or to be more precise, the 
armed forces under Densel Dukedom, totalled 30,000 
people. In contrast, Arxia’s army had 48,000 people. The 
sword fights, shouts, screams, death throes, gunpowder and 
horse hooves of the black crowd that filled the plateau 
shook the earth. 

“Fuck, what was that arrow? The sound and power are 
demoralising the soldiers and the front row of the central 
army is starting to collapse!!” 








From the central army, the man who was the liaising 
soldier of the army which was directly led by the 
commander of the royal army, shouted this as soon as he 
returned from the frontline on his horse. | told him to calm 
down when he shouted at me with his terrible Artolas 
accent. 

“The core of the central army is made up of this 
kingdom's top military unit. They'll reorganise straight away. 
More importantly 

The loud sound of gunpowder exploding resounded on 
the other side of where the infantry unit was fighting. This 
was the fifth time this happened since the battle began. A 
shriek pierced through the air and the soldiers around me 
groaned and shrank back. 

Guns, | guess. | remembered running away from 
the explosives in Jugfena Fortress six years ago. It was quite 
possible that Densel had developed that weapon in the 
course of their research on gunpowder. 

On the battlefield where bows, swords and spears are 
used, if an unknown weapon with little preparatory 
movement suddenly appeared, then it was normal for the 
soldiers who hadn’t been exposed to that weapon to be 
confused. It was frightening to run into such a weapon while 
only clad in a piece of armour, not knowing how it worked or 
when it would be fired. 

This was war in this world so it was something that 
couldn’t be changed. 

“... The march further north is veering away. Enemy 
forces, allies, the weapon doesn’t care about who it hits. It’s 
too dangerous at this rate.” 

“| know Theo.” 

| nodded as Theo warned me from the side and thought 
best how we should move. | had 30 seconds to make a 
decision. | couldn’t afford to think for longer than that. 








The 250 members of the Kaldia army, which had been 
pushed to the front line with the private fief armies while 
they were providing logistical support and replenishing 
supplies, was positioned between the centre and left flank 
armies when the war began. They were swept to the left 
side of the planned course, due to the confusion caused by 
the collision with the enemy army, and are now quietly 
hiding their breath just to the right of the cloud of dust 
heading in the opposite direction. 

We were far ahead of any of the royal army troops. | 
could hear the commotion caused by the infantry soldiers 
from right behind us. We have to retreat to get into battle 
formation. However, the rear was already blocked by the left 
flank army’s infantry, and we would need to take a different 
path to retreat. 

And somehow, we were in a situation where we had 
captured the defenceless right flank of the enemy’s central 
forces. 

“... Can we only prepare ourselves for the worse? We'll 
use the fact that the enemy forces don’t recognise us as an 
opportunity to distract their forces with their new weapon.” 

“Well that’s an interesting idea!” 

When | said this with determination, Claudia, who was 
already by my side, smiled belligerently. 

“Report to me what the new arrow looks like!” 

“Yes! The enemy soldiers were carrying what looked like a 
long tube as tall as a man! We heard a loud noise and then 
a number of soldiers at the end of the tube died... They 
seemed to be firing invisible arrows!” 

The liaison soldier riding a warhorse from the Sill Tribe 
responded to Claudia’s voice, which sounded too excited for 
the battlefield, as if he had snapped. So, the new weapon 
that the Densel soldiers had is a gun. 

“How many soldiers are equipped with that weapon?” 

“About 30 light infantry troops. After they all fire their 
invisible arrows, they run back and hide behind the ranks of 


heavily armed cavalry. The cavalry seems to be supporting 
them and are as adept with horses as we are.” 

As good as the Sill Tribe? Does that mean they’re an 
equestrian tribe? The plains which were part of the former 
Artolas Kingdom were once home to countless horsemen 
before it was swallowed up by the expanding Densel 
Dukedom. Some of them must have surrendered to Densel. 

“It probably can’t be shot in rapid succession like a 
conventional bow. It takes time and effort to put a new 
arrow into the tube. That’s why they fall back into the battle 
formation... We’re going to take them by surprise the next 
time they come back to the front.” 

“Do you have any idea how we're going to attack, Eliza- 
sama?” 

“... They’re probably vulnerable to flank attacks since 
they’re using a long tube. | think the cavalry is guarding that 
unit with the new weapon. It’s not surprising that Densel 
doesn’t want to lose their newly developed weapon. How 
about we form a unit with light cavalry troops, knock down 
the long-tube arrow unit that come out to the front, and 
then join up with the central army?” 

Most of the members of the light cavalry unit were Sill 
Tribe warriors. It has been two years since the skirmish with 
Rindarl, and although they have been doing nothing but 
imitating couriers, they are originally an elite equestrian 
tribe. When it came to attacks using horses, they had the 
ability to topple the knights of the Arxian army and call 
themselves the best... | believe this. 

“Hmm. That seems like enough of a distraction. Have 
Claudia-dono lead the rest of the troops with Gunter to draw 
out a thin layer of the infantry unit in the right rear.” 

“Very well. Claudia, you’re the commander of the squad. 
You’re in charge of changing the strategy depending on the 
situation. I'll go with Theo to lead the light cavalry.” 

“But, Milord, you can’t...” 

“Gunter, what are you worried about?” 


| looked down at Gunter, who wanted to object since | 
said | would lead the unit that was charging straight at the 
enemy soldier, and patted the neck of the giant draconis, 
who | was riding. Rashiok snorted proudly, opened his wings 
Slightly without making a sound and created a gentle 
breeze. 

“Who do you think my partner is? He’s a draconis who 
can run three times faster than a horse if he needs to. He’s 
also extremely strong against arrows. He'll certainly reduce 
the number of casualties.” 

There was no objection. | could see the heavily armed 
cavalry splitting through the cloud of dust. A number of 
soldiers ran between the group of cavalrymen. 

“Then, let’s go! Let’s all come back alive if we can!” 


| ran through the enemy soldiers at once as if | was 
grazing them. 

| gripped the halberd with an underhand grip and passed 
through all the spears, mowing down soldiers with all my 
might. 

Blood rained down on me. | was leading the soldiers and 
had this much blood on me, so the soldiers behind me must 
be drowning in blood. 

Ergnard, who had taught me how to use a Spear, once 
told me that getting blood on yourself is a good thing in the 
battlefield. | wonder if the enemy soldiers would avoid me if 
| followed his advice and bathed myself in blood. | thought 
as | let Rashiok carry me while slashing the necks of the 
enemy soldiers’ horses with my spear. | shouted angrily 
from the bottom of my stomach as if to add to the screams 
of the dying horses. 

| thrusted the tip of my halberd into the soldiers who 
were holding guns and hiding behind the heavily armed 
cavalrymen. | felt the heavy lump of metal graze against 
them for a few seconds. 


That’s a given. The ones | missed would have been killed 
by the other soldiers. | heard the sound of gunpowder 
exploding from behind me. That wasn’t the sound of a gun 
being fired, so that must mean that it was an explosion. The 
weapons must have exploded and engulfed the surrounding 
area. | heard the sound of several heavy objects hitting the 
ground. 

... Please don’t let the sounds of my soldiers dying be 
included. 

A dense formation is vulnerable to attacks from the side. 
The cavalry that were originally supposed to protect the 
flank were placed on the left and right wings of the army so 
they could prioritise surrounding the Arxian army. 

The Arxian cavalry gathered in the centre front of the 
central army and aimed to break through before they were 
surrounded. It seemed like Rindarl had planned to stop them 
with guns, but they didn’t account for us, the leftovers from 
the logistical support unit, being pushed to the front. 

“Kick them around, Rashiok!!” 











| pointed the tip of my halberd at the enemy soldiers who 
were advancing to stop our advance. Rashiok responded to 
my voice with a roar. The roar of a carnivorous animal 
instinctively made people shrink back. 

The huge body of the draconis plunged into the wall of 
people before they were ready, together with the stormy 
wind. Rashiok’s scales repelled or crushed the tips of slightly 
mis-aimed spears and he easily tore apart the wall of horses 
and people and scattered them. 

Argggh, they shrieked. The sounds of several heavy horse 
hooves following me turned into screams of desperation. My 
good ears picked up on the sounds of metal armour falling 
apart and blood splashing. 

“We've broken through! Join up with the main force!!” 

| glanced back behind me to make sure that the soldiers 
with the guns were mostly killed. The enemy line had fallen 
into complete confusion. It wasn’t strange for them to be 
confused since their close formation was being cut down 
from the side. 

| raised my halberd and tilted it to the right. Seeing my 
signal, Theomer gave the order for the soldiers to separate. 
The excellent lightly armed cavalrymen, who were 
organised around the warriors of the Sill Tribe, aligned their 
horses and began galloping diagonally right to the front all 
at once. 

When they overtook the unarmed soldiers in the front line 
that were coming from the left flank, Claudia was there. 

“Go straight! Now that the enemy soldiers have thinned 
down, it’s time to charge their defences!” 

“Do it!!” 

| promptly decided that what she said couldn’t be wrong. 
Gunter swiftly commanded the other troops one by one. 

The Arxian infantry, who were in battle, withdrew and the 
Rindarl soldiers were driven away to the Arxian side, like a 
flock of sheep. How many soldiers can we trap? ... Roughly 
two to three hundred? If we can get the same number of 


soldiers into a group, then have we done well? There were 
some light cavalrymen in the mix. And a low ranking 
commander? 

“Kill them, they’re small fries who aren’t even worth 
keeping as prisoners!” 

“Please stop,” they screamed. My soldiers, with their 
spears ready, pierced the enemy soldiers from the outside. 
The soldiers were powerless since their formation had 
been destroyed and they were surrounded. The soldiers on 
the inside had no way of attacking and were crushed by the 

soldiers on the outside. The soldiers on the outside were 
pushed by the soldiers on the inside and fell down without 
being able to coordinate their attacks with the soldiers next 
to them. 

“Slaughtering us from on top of your horses! Arxian 
people are atrocious! Bastards! Not only have you forgotten 
about chivalry, but you’ve also forgotten about humanity!!” 

A slightly well geared man, whose horse had been killed 
and had rolled down, screamed right in front of me. 

The man must have noticed Rashiok because he suddenly 
looked up and stared at me. The look in his eyes was one of 
fright, followed by a look of hatred and contempt. 

“Get off your horse and fight fair and square!! You 
cowardly, cowardly brat!! Duel me here and now with your 
pride as a knight on the line-,” 

The man, who barked at me, had a strange look on his 
face for a second. 

Then as soon as he realised that my sword had pierced 
his neck, he coughed up a large amount of blood instead of 
screaming a deafening scream. He fell to the ground with a 
thud and never spoke again. 

“... There is no such thing as cowardice on the battlefield. 
There is only death.” 

| exhaled and jumped down from Rashiok. | approached 
the man’s corpse and put my hand on the hilt of my sword. 


A gasp escaped from my lips when | spotted the Densel’s 
engraved crest of a superior knight glistening from the clasp 
of the man’s cloak. I’m a feudal lord, not a knight. I’m 
different from you, | don’t know what chivalry is. In the first 
place, a man had no reason to shout about chivalry or 
humanity when they shout at a child for a duel. 

| pulled out my sword and instead, swung my halberd 
down and beheaded him. 

At the very least, | hope the head of this man, who seems 
to be of knightly rank, will count as an achievement. He had 
been placed in the frontlines of a battle like this. The more 
rewards the better. 


Passage 2 


The stone prison was hot, and | don’t know how many 
times | almost dried up and died during the summer. 

| had fainted from exhaustion, rather than slept, while 
drenched with warm water and | jumped to my feet, 
wondering what was going on even though it had been 
silent lately. 

“.. Huh!?” 

The moment | jumped up, something slammed into me 
from above and | fell back down to the floor. 

we Hey, morning sleepyhead. Hey, it’s been a while 
since you've seen the lady. Get up.” 

The woman who mercilessly kicked me is an evil woman. 
She wore really revealing clothes like a prostitute, had 
Short hair, dark skin and white tattoos on her arms instead 

of sleeves. 

“De-iferais... Wilhelmina.” 

Behind her was a girl in white robes who | hadn’t seen in 
a while. 

She’s back? It was at least peaceful for the past few days 
when this girl wasn’t here. 

Wilhelmina smiled when she met my eyes. Her smile 
looked innocent, just like a real nun’s, but it made me feel 
sick since her smile concealed something sinister. 

Unlike me, the women seemed to be in a very good 
mood. 

“Kamille. How are you?” 
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“Are you going to keep silent like you always do? Well, 
whatever. You should be happy. I’m going to send you ona 
little errand.” 


An errand? Am | killing someone again? 
Assassination. That’s the only thing I’m good for. I’m 
barely kept alive so that | can dispose of people like these 

women tell me to. 

That’s how I’ve been living for the past few years. 

Stained in blood, stained in blood, stained in blood. 
| Know that | shouldn’t stand out or leave any traces behind, 
since | was assassinating people, but | couldn’t stop myself 
from doing so. | continued to kill people over and over again 
in a way that didn’t fit their precise instructions. 

To see that red. | really wanted to see it. | really 
wanted to see that hazy memory that flickered through my 
mind. 

“Kamille, do you know a girl named Eliza Kaldia?” 

? 

Who's that? 

| frowned slightly at Deiferais’s question. There’s no way | 
would know her. | don’t even know who | am. 

I’m not sure if Wilhelmina understood what | was 
thinking, but she laughed in amusement as her white veil 
shook. 

“Yeah. It’s fine if you don’t know who she is. It’s okay. But 
it’s important for your errant. The good thing? You'll 
be going out to kill Eliza Kaldia.” 

Wilhelmina’s voice sounded so cheery that it was rather 
cold. It sounded as if she was singing instead of talking. 

“Afterwards, yes. l’ll set you free. But you can’t run away. 
There’s no point in running away. You know what will happen 
to you if we catch you and bring you back, right?” 

| let out a muffled scream as my first memory burst 
forward. 

Feelings of fear never showed on my face even when she 
kicked or beat me, but that memory brought them out, and | 
became like a toy to entertain that girl at once. 

“Yes. I’m going to cut you up, burn you, whip you, stab 
you, drown you and play with you until you’re a mangled 

















mess like a bug, and then Guarire will fix you up.” 

2 St-op.” 

| felt dizzy. | felt a burning sensation inside my skull, 
raging around inside my head. 

“How small can people get before they die? Let’s start 
with your fingertips and toes... and see how much weight | 
can put on them before they’re crushed.” 

“Uo... Oh... a... NO...” 

Wilhelmina’s delightful voice made me recall all the 
torture | had to endure here, and | vomited up some water 
and gastric juices. 

My body trembled with fear. Even my brain seemed to be 
Shrinking. 

“Oh, how dirty. You don’t have to be so frightened. All you 
have to do is not run away... And besides, Kamille. There’s 
nowhere else for you to go anyway. There’s no place for a 
disgusting vampire who likes to bathe in the blood of 
others.” 

| couldn’t even think about disobeying her. 


0000000 


| think the wind is blowing. Is that the only place 
that’s storming? 

But in the blink of an eye, it turned into a gust of red. 

Screams and shrieks. Sounds of swords clanging together 
and people and horses falling to the ground. In the midst of 
all this, a young person’s voice echoed. 

| was ordered to kill a person named Eliza Kaldia and 
thrown into the vast plains. | blended into the ranks of the 
soldiers on the side called Rindarl with the hood of my robes 
completely pulled over my head. 

In front of them... 

“Ah... Hah...” 

| stood there like an idiot the moment | saw her even 
though this is the battlefield. My weapon slipped out of my 








hand, but | didn’t think to pick it up. 

The girl, drenched in red, passed right in front of me in 
the crowd. As the soldiers around me tried to move back to 
escape from her hands, | was pushed in the opposite 
direction as | reached for her. 

“_____ Move! Get out of the way!!!” 

| reached for her back as she moved further away from 
me even as | was being crushed by the soldiers. Before | 
knew it, | was yelling at the people around me. 

Her black hair, sticky and wet with blood, was getting 
further and further away. 

Ah, her precious hair is dirty. 

Something flashed through my mind and the fingertips of 
my outstretched hand trembled... I’m sure | wanted those 
eyes, which looked like bloody jewels, to turn back at me. 

But | didn’t have any words to yell out. 

“Uo, uo, ah.” 

Something came out from my throat. My head hurt so 
much it felt like it was going to crack. The soldier in front of 
me fell after being pushed, and he nearly dragged me along 
with him. 

But still, my hands were still reaching out for the blood- 
soaked girl as if | was clinging to her. It was like it was 
like that winter day a few years ago when | couldn’t move. 
That memory surfaced in my mind. The scene that | could 
never forget; the red colour that peeked out from between 
her black thread-like hair. 

What was it? What was it? What was it? 

| don’t even know what I want to remember, but empty 
thoughts spun around in my head. 

| can’t remember. | don’t know. A few years ago 
yes, | saw those eyes when | was taken out of the house 
once. Even though it was a vague and blurry memory now. 

| wonder if that girl holds the clue to who | am. 

Does that girl know about my past? 

But | know that red. That’s all that remained in my mind. 











| have to find out no matter what. | have to find out 
no matter what it takes. | don’t care what happens to me 
until | catch her and find out. 

I'll do anything in order to remember that promise. 





Prologue 3 


Having a lot of rewards is great but, as with all things, 
there is such a thing as having too much of a good thing. 

With this in mind, | looked up at the throne in the 
audience room of the royal palace, somewhat escaping from 
reality, as | was hidden in the rows of distinguished 
members, such as the Lorenzorell and Einsbark heads, and 
the senior knights. 

Half a month has passed since the battle in the Great 
Plains in eastern Jugfena. | was summoned because | was 
the commander of an army that stood on the frontlines, and 
| was brought to the victory ceremony in the audience hall 
in Alectoria Castle, a place where political affairs took place, 
without understanding what was going on. 

Well, | had no choice. If a commander stood on the 
frontline, then they would be summoned here even if 
they’re the commander of a small fief army, which couldn’t 
even be called an army. That’s why I’ve been hiding behind 
the adults while holding my breath and keeping my head 
down. 

That was what | was doing. But | felt like His Majesty, the 
King, who sat at the far end of the room, had just called my 
name. Am | hallucinating? 

... Unfortunately, it wasn’t a hallucination, and someone 
pushed my back. My legs almost tangled together as | 
stepped forward, and then | was pushed to the front. 

“Go, kneel before the King.” 

Ergnard’s whisper came from right behind me. | 
completely left the group and couldn’t go back so | took a 
few more steps forward. | did as | was told and knelt before 


the King, who was looking down at me from his throne at 
the top of the stairs. 

His blue eyes met my gaze for a moment just before | 
lowered my face. Neither the King nor | had emotions on our 
faces. 

“Viscountess Kaldia. You have done a splendid job on the 
battlefield this time. | will award you for your deeds.” 

“... Lam grateful and happy to receive these words 
directly from Your Majesty.” 

A strangely calm voice muttered in my head as | 
squeezed out those inoffensive words, “Your voice sounded 
awfully cold.” 

The King was an existence that had an extraordinary 
amount of power that was used to rule over this large 
kingdom, but he had a strange aura about him, as if all the 
life had been sucked out of him... | was strangely convinced 
that the King of this kingdom, who centralised the royal 
authority from both the religious and legal perspectives, 
would become like this. He’s like a robot, | thought, pulling 
out such a metaphor from my distant memory, that now felt 
like a fictional story. 

Politics in Arxia may look feudalistic at a glance, but the 
reality is completely different. The King holds all the real 
power and only gives his subjects the right to act on his 
behalf. 

The comes palatinus system is probably the easiest to 
understand. It is a title that can only be granted with the 
trust of the King and the Upper House of Lords, and it can’t 
be passed down through blood. 

The fact that this system has lasted for 600 years without 
corruption is largely due to the existence of the church. The 
morality of everyone in this kingdom is unified by the 
Sacred Code of Ar Xia church. If you commit a felony, then 
you get excommunicated... how heretics are treated when 
they are excommunicated is completely inverse to the 
strangely modern and well-developed legal system. Well, 


anyway, it’s quite efficient when the law and religion are 
aligned without being corrupted. 

| went off topic. It seems that one starts thinking 
endlessly about unimportant things when one is trying to 
escape from reality. 

In the end, that was all the King said, and then Marquis 
Rettalgau, Earl Thelesia’s brother, read out my list of 
achievements and rewards in an old voice. 

However, | don’t know much about my achievements. 
I’ve never been in the military, so it didn’t make sense to 
me even if he said, ‘decapitated the enemy’. | guess I'll 
have to ask someone about this later. 

The rewards, on the other hand, were easy to 
understand. To sum it up, | got gold, land and a title... | don’t 
need land or a title, | thought bitterly. The settlement village 
for the newcomers have finally settled down in Kaldia, and 
we had our hands full with the gradual irrigation work, to 
improve the untouched eastern side of the fief. 

The land that had been given to me was just uninhabited 
land that had been incorporated into the royal fief since 
there was no one Suitable to take charge of it and didn’t 
benefit me in any way. He had only given me this land to 
make sure that the land area was in proportion to the title | 
had received. 

Anyway, | was given a new title as a Junior Earl without 
really understanding it myself. 

Weird. A title isn’t something that can easily be obtained 
by chance... Of course, | would be confused if | suddenly 
obtained something unexpected. 

It was the autumn of my 12t year, just before | was 
about to enter the Academy, the direct setting of that otome 
game. Was it selfish of me to wish to be left alone since | 
would have to be on my guard next year and the year after? 

... No, what’s more important to me is that fact that the 
war between Arxia and Rindarl, which started a year ago, is 
about to intensify from this one battle. 


| wonder if this war will end by the time the game’s 
timelines starts. | didn’t want this war to expand into Kaldia. 
| was finally able to raise my fief to the point where it could 
be compared to the culture of other fiefs ————— how many 
years did that take? 

It’s been 10 years, if | counted my first action. It would be 
unbearable to have the results of 10 years of hard work 
destroyed, so | will aim to get rid of more Rindarl soldiers if 
there’s another opportunity. 

... ’m good at tormenting people after all. 


“Congrats, Eliza-dono.” 

Someone called out to me as soon as | strolled out of the 
castle uncomfortably and my shoulders jumped in surprise. 
When | turned around, | saw Ergnard leaning against the 
castle gate with his arms crossed. He was looking at me in 
amusement. 

“Ergnard-sama... Please don’t startle me.” 

| was caught off guard since the Imperial Guards are here, 
so | was quite surprised. | didn’t expect anyone to talk to me 
at the castle. 

“Huh, what? | was so busy on the battlefield the other day 
that | couldn’t talk to you at all. | haven’t seen you since you 
were six, so it’s been six years since we’ve met.” 

“Has it already been that long?” 

“Yeah. You probably came to Jugfena for supplies, but the 
heartless you didn’t even come to visit me even once in the 
past two years. If | hadn’t come to see you like this, then 
you would have probably kept this up for another 10 years.” 

“It’s not like we wouldn’t see each other for 10 years...” 

“Even though six years has already passed since we last 
met?” 

“... ’m delighted that you came to see me, Ergnard- 
Sama. Thank you for always helping me.” 

“Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about.” 


Ergnard chuckled and began walking next to me. | wasn’t 
sure what to do, but | figured that he didn’t come to see me 
just to say hello, so | decided to follow after him quietly. 
After all, the Einsbark House received a prize that couldn’t 
even be compared to mine in the ceremony earlier. 

“It’s not me who deserves the congrats, it’s your father. 
Congratulations. Is Earl Einsbark... no, Margrave Einsbark 
well? I’ve heard that he’s lost his strength due to the 
injuries he had sustained at that time... but | never 
expected to hear about his retirement at the ceremony.” 

The former Earl Einsbark received land in the north and 
received the title of Margrave. He’s already old. He’s so old 
that it would be strange if he commanded troops on the 
frontline. Even though we were at war, there was no way to 
keep him from retiring from military service and his position 
as head of his house. 

At the same time, the location of his land meant that the 
Einsbark House stood as a constraint for the northern 
nobles. 

The Einsbark House is one of the leading military nobles 
in Arxia, but they have been imperial naval officials without 
their own fief. Therefore, they were placed in the north to 
show that the Upper House of Lords is taking the situation in 
the north very seriously. The northern nobles have laid low 
since the incident with the bandits four years ago, but 
according to Priestess Faris, they were still acting 
SUSPICIOUS. Nothing unusual has happened for the 
past three years. That’s why | can’t help but think that what 
| saw on that day inside of the wind was a dream of illusion. 

“He’s not bedridden, so it’s not like he’s particularly 
unwell. Vormav will go with him to the fief, so he won’t be 
overworking himself.” 

“lL see.” 

“At least he’s not reckless like you.” 
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The person who will be taking charge of the vacant 
position in Jugfena Fortress is the second son of the Einsbark 
House, Wiegraf. The second son, Wiegraf, succeeded the 
position of Earl because Vormav, the heir, needed to take 
over the fief, and therefore, resigned from the Jugfena 
Knight Order. 

There was no other suitable candidate, or perhaps there 
was no time to discuss a Suitable candidate at the House of 
Lords, so two proven knights of the Einsbark House ended 
up filling the two vacancies. The fact that two generations in 
a row had been given positions that weren’t supposed to be 
hereditary would normally be gossiped about greatly, but 
due to the rapidly changing domestic situation, and the fact 
that we were at war, it was accepted as a justified decision. 

“Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, there’s 
something | want to talk to you about.” 

He looked at me in amusement for a moment, his lips 
pursed in silence, and then he spoke. 

He handed me the reins of the smaller of the two horses, 
which had been led by a soldier working in the stables. 

“Where to?” 

“Anywhere is fine. Well, it’s not something we can talk 
about while standing around. Oh, how about that? A coffee 
shop.” 

| didn’t know there were coffee shops here. Well, it might 
not be surprising that there are specialty shops since tea is 
widely available to even the commoners. 

| nodded my approval and jumped on my horse. My sharp 
ears picked up Ergnard’s whisper, “You've gotten big...” 

Well, it’s only natural since it’s been six years since we’ve 
seen each other. 


When | entered the coffee shop that catered to nobles, | 
momentarily wondered why there were children in this shop. 
Although, most people quickly averted their gaze when they 
saw Ergnard. It seemed that most the nobles here were 


ones who didn’t have the right to attend the House of Lords, 
so they didn’t know about me. Ergnard is widely known 
though. 

“Is the back alright?” 

“Seats for talking. | don’t mind... but is it really that 
important?” 

“Well, it might be for you.” 

His words were suggestive. | suspiciously followed 
Ergnard and sat down on the sofas for chatting 
were far from the other seats and was separated by a 
screen, but the screens were made so that you can see 
what was happening inside. 

“Let me get to the point. Earl Thelesia asked me fora 
favour.” 

Ergnard suddenly said. | thought we would order our 
drinks first, but he started speaking immediately. 

“... A favour that concerns me?” 

Earl Thelesia had asked Ergnard for a favour. | was 
momentarily at a loss for words at the strangeness of it. 

| don’t think the Einsbark and Thelesia’s have a close 
relationship, but it wouldn’t be surprising for the Earl to 
have a personal connection with them. However, the only 
thing that | could think of that he might personally ask of 
Ergnard was something related to me. 

| had assumed that the Earl, who has been in poor health 
for the past few years, was probably preparing to withdraw 
from Kaldia, since he had been spending less time in Kaldia 
for the past few years. 

If | continued to let him work as he has been, then he'll 
die in another year, so | hope that he'll retire soon and 
recuperate... Unlike before, he has become quite 
unpretentious. 

“It concerns you. I'll skip over the details of what he 
asked me for. What | want to know is if you’re interested in 
becoming my daughter.” 

... What? 
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| stopped myself from frowning and stared at Ergnard. 

Did he ask me to become his daughter? Me? His 
daughter? 

“... Are you thinking of adopting me?” 

“No. My bad, not as an adopted daughter, but a foster 
daughter. A foster child , it looks like you don’t know 
anything about this.” 

According to Ergnard’s explanation, a foster child has no 
legal rights whatsoever. “Don’t think about it too much,” 
Ergnard told me calmly. “It’s like letting you borrow my 
name,” he said. 
| don’t understand. What’s in it for him? 

In short, he was suggesting that he will back me up in 
place of Earl Thelesia, who was retiring. 

However, for a prominent military noble house, who have 
obtained the title of Earl for two generations in a row, there 
is nothing to be gained by backing up a little girl from a 
Small fief with a bad reputation, other than unnecessary 
hardship. 

“Il told you not to think too much of it. A foster 
relationship isn’t one of self-interest. In the old days, it was 
a weak relationship where one cared for the person they 
liked as if they were their own child or parent. You can 
decline if you don’t like me, or you can just agree.” 

“Hah...” 

“Well don’t worry, it benefits me too. Our Einsbark House 
is a military family. It benefits us a lot to adopt you since 
your name has spread wide after of the last battle.” 

| tilted my head and Ergnard added, “You’re not just a 
child.” 

“By the way, others have asked to foster you as well.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“My father also wants to foster you.” 

“What? Eh, no, wait. That’s a joke, right?” 

“Who knows,” Ergnard smirked. He was probably joking. 








My tensed shoulders relaxed before | knew it. There was 
no change in his unique and heart-warming way of trying to 
ease the tension of the other person. 

“... |don’t have any objections if Earl Thelesia asked for 
this.” 

“Hmm? About being fostered by who? My father?” 

“I’m talking about being fostered by you!” 

It is indeed too much to have the backing of a prominent 
noble who served as the feudal lord of the royal Jugfena fief. 
“| see. Then, you’re my daughter starting from today.” 

“... That’s right. Please take care of me.” 

Hmm. This isn’t aS moving as | thought it would 
be.” 

“Well, it’s not like anything has changed.” 

“Then, let’s order something to drink before going home. 
Ah, you can order a sweet drink if you want.” 

“No thank you.” 

After a very casual conversation, | got a foster father. | 
tried calling him ‘Father’, but his expression was really 
strange. So, | called him ‘Ergnard-dono’ instead and that 
seemed to be the right choice. 


000000 


The battle lines had expanded since the battle in the 
Bandishia Plateau, where the King’s direct army was 
deployed, and a full-scale battle took place. 

Despite their obvious defeat, Rindarl or rather, 
Densel Dukedom, didn’t go with Arxia’s recommendation to 
surrender. 

Over 600 enemy soldiers were taken prisoner by Arxia in 
the last battle. There were about 4,000 casualties. 

| don’t understand why Duke Densel would make such a 
sacrifice, abandon the prisoners, and send in more soldiers. 
After all, the reason for this war was to protest against the 
unfair discrimination against the blood of Duke Rindarl, 








since the King hadn’t allowed the First Prince, Albert, to 
enter the Academy. 

Arxia is also Arxia. If Prince Albert’s name had been 
registered in the Academy’s admission list, then no extra 
civilian blood would have been spilt. 

The troops directly under the command of the King had 
been deployed to the frontlines and | can’t even let my 
dissatisfaction show. | don’t think the kingdom’s honour 
would be intact if we simply follow Rindarl Union, which is 
just a newly emerging nation, | understand all this... but | 
can’t help but feel this way when I’m actually put on the 
frontlines. 

With the sudden change in my rank, my army was sent to 
the frontline without Knowing how to coordinate with the 
other troops, and we already have 30 wounded soldiers and 
six are dead. I’ve accepted this since this is war... but | can’t 
help but loathe myself for being able to accept it. 

Among the dead soldiers were those who slept in the 
Same room as me when | was at the barracks. 

“Then in the next defensive battle, Countess Kaldia, her 
army and the knights under her command will be assigned 
to defend Lynx Plateau, a part of theBandishia Plateau.” 

At the end of a tedious House of Lords meeting, Marquis 
Lorenzorell, the commander of the royal army, handed me 
this order in person, and | was immediately unable to utter a 
word of joy. 

“... Laccept.” 

Perhaps because | had received such an inadequate 
reward, my Kaldia child army... or was it already an Earl 
army? Anyway, my army has been placed in the frontline. 
Wasn’t my army supposed to be used for rear support? 

Ergnard, who was standing next to me added in a small 
voice, “Lynx Plateau is a small plateau at the southwestern 
edge of the Bandishia Plateau, where the plains were 
endless. Things will go well there even with a small amount 


of people defending it if you can take advantage of the 
situation.” 

That must be the truth if he says so. Thank god Claudia’s 
blood relative is a rational person. Well, all the knights in 
this kingdom are more rational than | imagined them to be. 

... [had to rearrange my troops so that there wouldn’t be 
any problems in commanding them since | had been 
deployed there. 

| can’t have them organised for transporting items since 
they’ll be in the frontlines. Claudia, who will serve as the 
strategist, will be in charge of the liaison troops, Gunter’s 
troops, the only infantry troops we have, and Asyl’s elite 
cavalry troops will be trained to work together in the short 
time we have before heading to the frontline. 

The light cavalry troops led by Theomer, which consisted 
of the Sill Tribe warriors, Calvin’s light cavalry troops, which 
were originally trained in the fief, and the raid unit under 
Claudia’s direct control, will be combined and led by me. It 
may be strange for the raid unit to be part of the main unit, 
but this was the best place to have them since | will be 
riding Rashiok, who has the best mobility. 

“We can’t give you any troops, but I'll consider it if you 
need something for defence. Do you need anything, 
Countess Kaldia?” 

| admired Marquis Lorenzorell’s fair decision, but then 
that disappeared slightly because of the snide remarks 
coming from the robed nobles. They were probably making 
fun of my knightley attire even though it was emphasised 
that I’m a Countess. 

The sudden promotion and reward that | had gotten for a 
feat that even | thought was a coincidence, combined with 
the bad reputation of Kaldia fief, that was talked about at 
every opportunity, was frowned upon by the imperial 
nobles. 

It has been a bit quiet since Earl Einsbark’s fief has been 
established, but behind the scenes, it seems that those 


fussy nobles in the north have been spreading a bunch of 
half-truths. I’ve heard rumours that I’m the daughter of a 
demon, who enjoys bathing in blood and that me wiping out 
my enemies is proof that I’ve inherited my father’s cruel 
streak. 

So, it doesn’t matter. In any case, my relationship with 
the capital will be almost non-existent once | graduate from 
the Academy. 

In fact, the chirping of those who don’t even have power 
to send me to my death tingles the sadistic side of me that | 
inherited from my demon father. My thoughts were 
strangely elevated despite the disgust | felt in my stomach. 

Suddenly a good idea came to my mind as | pondered 
how to kill and weaken their morale with steady eyes. 

| just remembered a trick devised by a crazy duke in my 
previous life who was infamous for being incredibly cruel. He 
would impale his enemies and line them up. As usual, there 
are memories ingrained that | can’t get away from. 

“Then won’t you give all the prisoners who will be 
executed to me?” 

“... You want the prisoners? What kind of strategy do you 
have in mind?” 

| glanced at the plump noble who was suspicious of my 
request, but he quickly shook his head and sat down, “No, | 
don’t want to know. You can just tell the commander.” 

What was with that reaction? I’ve just come up with a 
great tactic that will meet their expectations, save our men 
from unnecessary death, kill the moral of the Densels and 
inflict a terrible defeat and death on them. 

“You look evil.” 

Erggnard chuckled and said as he looked at me from the 
side. 

“... Really?” 

“| understand your hatred towards the Densels... but 
leave the prisoners alone. No annihilation this time.” 


Ergnard’s advice was relentless. It’s no surprise that my 
actions on the battlefields, which are often gossiped about, 
is based on him. 

Impressions are important. | don’t mean they’re ‘critical’, 
but they’re ‘important’. 


Interlude 


*Zaza, Zaza, Zaza* 

Radka jerked upright at the dry sound of a paper bag 
filled with scraps of paper being shook. 

“Ah... Noisy.” 

It was early morning, still at the break of dawn, and yet, 
the noise woke him up, putting him in a bad mood. 

Recently, a large number of phosphorescent moths had 
started to fly around his room a little after sunrise. 

Phosphorescent moths. They are literally moth-like 
looking monsters. They have been strangely increasing in 
numbers since the summer before last, causing anxiety in 
the fief. 

Radka’s room was located in the corner of the mansion. 
That was probably why the sounds of the wings of the 
phosphorescent moths flying outside the window sounded 
louder than in the other rooms. Phosphorescent moths 
habitually fly high in the sky in groups. They are especially 
active at dawn and dusk when their characteristic shiny 
scales are less noticeable. 

They can fly much higher than moths and butterflies, 
which are similar creatures, because they were monsters. 
Phosphorescent moths have the ability to start fires if they 
are densely packed together on things that are flammable, 
such as trees or leaves, which is why they are classified as 
monsters. However, individually, their fires aren’t strong, 
and they are often burnt to death by the fires they start. 

Therefore, they fly in groups so close that their wings 
touch to protect themselves from birds, but they don’t touch 
when they are close to the ground. But they swarm around 


the walls of houses when they lay eggs, so, like all 
monsters, they are creatures that require a little caution. 

Radka got out of bed while ruffling his hair, which was 
soft and bouncing all over the place. He didn’t feel like going 
back to sleep when it was this noisy. Besides, Eliza was in 
the mansion today. 

The newly built feudal lord’s mansion, on the hill between 
the newly built village and Sera River, was an unfortunate 
mansion since its master rarely returned home after it was 
built. 

By the time this mansion had finished being built, Eliza 
had already been sent off to war with the neighbouring 
kingdom. Even now, she was busy going back and forth 
between the royal capital and the front lines, and when she 
did come back home, she only used this place to replenish 
her supplies. 

“It must be tough,” Radka muttered to himself. 

Even though he had aged, his Eliza-like appearance 
hadn’t changed, so he wasn’t allowed to accompany her on 
the battlefield. This was to avoid unnecessary confusion to 
the allied forces. 

In return, his work had grown to the point where he could 
be called the acting feudal lord. 

Even so, Bellway and Lady Marechan, who are officially 
registered as civil officials in the Kaldia fief, assist him with 
his work, and sometimes, Eliza would do the finishing 
touches when she returned. Most importantly, his life wasn’t 
in danger. His work was nothing compared to the work of his 
master, who had been sent to the battlefield around the 
clock and is now even standing on the frontlines. 

And even without that exhausting work, Radka knew that 
Eliza’s burden was heavy and was definitely straining her 
mind and body. 

The noise the phosphorescent moths made was annoying 
on the third floor, where his room was, so Radka decided to 
get dressed, then quickly went downstairs. 


He heard the door close as he descended the stairs even 
though it was still early in the day, and to his surprise, he 
saw Eliza in the corridor. The way she dressed so perfectly 
and seamlessly gave her an aura of dignity not befitting the 
morning, and he couldn’t help but look at her. 

“Ah, Eliza. Morning. You’re early again today.” 

Eliza’s white face turned around towards him when he 
spoke to her. 

It had been a long time since he had seen her in 
the sunlight, and her complexion was much worse than he 
remembered. Her cheeks had lost some fat, and she was 
looking less and less childlike and feminine, and her pale 
white skin, combined with her red eyes and well-defined 
face, gave off a decadent eeriness that made it seem as if 
she could be a rumoured blood-sucking monster. 

“.... Are you sleeping properly? You've got terrible bags. | 
heard you’re travelling again today; are you going to be 
alright?” 

Radka already knew that she wasn’t going to answer her 
and that she wasn’t sleeping. He had to ask even though he 
knew all this. 

The dark circles under Eliza’s eyes had started to 
appear four years ago. 

The attack that took place four years ago in winter. The 
attackers were a man with strong northern Arxian 
characteristics, and a young nun who travelled around the 
kingdom on a pilgrimage... the girl who taught Radka many 
things when he was little, and at the same time, she 
instilled him with hatred for nobles. 

And there was another man, a creepy man who never 
said a word and had a hood covering his face. That man 
looked similar to the boy named Kamil, who had been Eliza’s 
attendant, and for some reason, he let Eliza go in the end. 

His body remained undiscovered, but the man who 
looked like her attendant, whom everyone assumed was 








dead, was now working with the enemy. And after that, they 
hadn’t been able to find a trace of him for four years. 

That was reason enough for Eliza to have nightmares and 
suffer from insomnia. At least, that’s what Radka 
understood, and that was also the truth. 

“You're the one who has been coming down early lately.” 

Eliza didn’t answer Radka’s question, like he had 
expected. Radka gave a small sigh and ignored her little 
bluff. 

“The phosphorescent moths are so noisy around sunrise. | 
tried my best to ignore them and sleep some more before, 
but now I’ve given up and come down earlier. There’s too 
many of them. Those things.” 

Radka said, before looking out the window. Eliza also 
turned her gaze in the direction he was looking at as well. 
Outside the window, the scales of the phosphorescent 
moths filled the air with a glow that couldn’t be summed up 
in the words ‘morning glow’. 

“... They’ve increased even more during the time | wasn’t 
here.” 

“Yeah.” 

They both glared grimly at the sky. The phosphorescent 
moths that gathered all around the high feudal lord’s 
mansion looked like floating autumn leaves, beautiful and 
fantastic, but at the same time, it was a very strange and 
eerie sight. 

“We've taken some countermeasures in the fief, but...” 

“Like spraying them with muddy water when the villagers 
see the phosphorescent moths gather in the village?” 

“Well, if you cover them in muddy water then they won't 
be able to fly and will die. It also prevents them from 
catching on fire. But... there’s more land where people don’t 
live than where they do. It’s like holding a safflower petal in 
our hand to dye a river.” 

“The only saving grace is that live trees are less likely to 
catch on fire. There have been reports of damage from 


other monsters as well... What the heck is going on?” 

Radka scratched his head while feeling something similar 
to irritation. 

“There’s nothing we can do since it’s a natural 
phenomenon. | think people will start killing the monsters 
more seriously if it gets brought up in the House of Lords.” 

“It’s a strange phenomenon that’s been happening for 
two years. Has no one talked about this in the House of 
Lords?” 

“Planates wrote a written protest about the treatment of 
the First Prince two years ago. Last year Rindarl declared 
war, and earlier this spring, the House of Lords was dancing 
around because of the war. After that, they talked about 
things such as preparing for the war and supplies, so they 
didn’t have time to talk about monsters that weren’t 
bringing any actual harm, even if they’re increasing in 
number.” 

“Isn't the investiture of the Crown Prince left to the royal 
family and diplomacy to the Archduke?” 

Radka muttered in amazement. Eliza shrugged. The topic 
of monsters wasn’t brought up at the House of Lords 
because other fiefs haven’t seen any abnormal behaviour 
from them. 

“There’s a possibility that this strange phenomenon is 
only happening in fiefs that are close to Amon Nohl. I'll see 
how things go and talk about it if the topic is brought up, 
and if the damage is only around here, then I'll prepare a 
place for the neighbouring fiefs to discuss 
countermeasures...” 

“That doesn’t seem possible if the war doesn’t end.” 

Radka had been helping Eliza with work for three years, 
and he can now guess what happened in the House of 
Lords. He once again ruffled his hair and sighed. 

“I'd like it if | didn’t die when the war is over.” 

It was then that Eliza muttered such a thing. 

“... Will you be on the frontlines again?” 


When Radka asked this, Eliza slightly moved her lips in 
irony, “Maybe not on the frontline.” 

“| was entrusted with the defence of Lynx Plateau, a key 
position, to prevent the enemy from taking the roundabout 
path.” 

“Don’t tell me only the Kaldia army will be defending Lynx 
Plateau?” 

“... Yeah. No, we, alone, should be enough. It’s fine.” 

He was against it whether it was fine or not. He was 
worried about Eliza’s physical condition but kept silent about 
this. 

Instead, he talked about something else. 

“Make sure you come home. Otherwise, I'll become 
‘Eliza’.” 

“... That might be better.” 

“Stupid! Listen, if | become the feudal lord, I'll spend like 
crazy on your birthday and death anniversary!” 

Eliza finally smiled weakly as she slightly hit the head 
that was a little higher than hers. 


Prologue 4 


The frontline of this war, that had started a year ago, 
extended to the north and south; to the south it went 
halfway through Planates, and even the sea to the north had 
become a frontline. 

Nonetheless, it was impossible to cross Amon Nohl 
through Bandishia Plateau, and the northern seas were full 
of icebergs that had slid down from the mountain range, so 
it was impossible to sail through there. In any event, the 
great plateau became the main battlefield, and there are 
constant defensive battles in the Red Forest, which borders 
Jugfena and Planates. 

The royal army was fighting in the great plateau. It’s a 
defensive battle, but we were pushing forward and 
advancing slowly. It would strategically be a great defeat to 
launch an aggressive war and have their enemy expand its 
borders. It’s unclear what Rindarl is basing their victory 
upon... No, it’s none of my business since I’m just a feudal 
lord. 

“Hey, the fire arrows are ready, My Lord.” 

Gunter spoke to me in his usual rough tone, and | looked 
down from the hill at the scene below. 

It was a Summer day, at the end of summer, and the heat 
was still intense. There, under the blinding blazing sun, was 
the ghastly sight of nearly a hundred people crucified on 
stakes, scorching under the sun. 

They were prisoners of war... or rather, death row 
captives. Some of them were dead at the time of their 
crucifixion since their execution had been decided before 
they could get their wounds treated from the previous 
battle. | could hear the faint buzzing of insect wings as they 


gathered around. The sound of the insects buzzing around 
made this corner a horribly sad and gloomy place. 

“... You seriously planned something nasty. Have you not 
learnt any of the noble’s unique elegance?” 

“| know I’m making you uncomfortable.” 

“Yeah. | would have killed you instead of enemy soldiers 
five or six years ago.” 

| couldn’t help but smile wryly at the relentlessness of his 
snide remark. 

“What about now? Do you still want to kill me?” 

“Now... well... now | Know what My Lord is thinking and 
why you’re using such a nasty method.” 

Pfft, | laughed a little. Then, | gazed at the horizon of the 
plateau while petting the bored Rashiok by my side. The 
Bandishia Plateau, which was barren in a different way than 
the northern part of Arxia, was covered in reddish-brown 
pebbles, and | could tell that it was not inhabited at first 
glance. 

According to the Sill Tribe, if you go further north or 
approach the base of Amon Nohl, then you will find some 
plants. They lived nomadic lives by walking through those 
few plants. 

“... The royal army’s commanding general is a fair man, 
even to his enemies.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

Gunter seemed a little confused by my sudden change of 
topic. Asyl and Calvin saw us talking, so they approached 
us, but kept silent and encouraged me to continue. 

“In other words, he’s someone who treats the dignity of 
his enemies as if it were his allies. His prisoners are 
immediately treated, well-fed and rested, and have a warm 
bed in a well-kept prison.” 

“Well, the King’s direct army is a Supreme army full of 
Chivalry.” 

“Aren't prisoners of war treated much better? Our food 
has been collected for tax recently. We’re not starving, but 


we are hungry.” 

| nodded my head at Asyl’s complaint. 

“| had the food tax called off as a condition for us going 
onto the frontline. We are rationing food though. Margrave 
Junas barked at them to collect food tax from fiefs that 
aren’t participating in the war.” 

“I’m thankful for that.” 

“The problem is that, as Asyl had said, the prisoners of 
war get nothing but good treatment... Don’t you think it’s 
important to properly use the carrot and stick in everything 
we do? What good will it do us to treat the enemies, who 
aggressively waged war with us, entirely humanely?” 

In the past, Arxia played the role of the stick in war. This 
was possible because Arxia was the only powerful nation 
around, and we could crush the enemy in an instant with 
our overwhelming military strength. 

However, that wasn’t the case this time. Rindarl Union 
Dukedom is a kingdom with a military force equal to that of 
Arxia. We needed to give them a new stick. 

The soldiers on guard began waving their fief flags at the 
corner of my vision. It was a signal that stated that the 
Rindarl soldiers were in sight. 

| grabbed the halberd next to me and stood up. 

“... Does that mean we should become the stick? Are we 
going to be a symbol of fear and hatred for Rindarl?” 

Calvin summarised and Asyl and Gunter looked at each 
other with a scowl. 

“Yes, as I’ve discussed with the people in Jugfena 
Fortress, the royal army will play the role of the carrot, and 
the rest of us will play the role of the stick. By taking these 
two extreme methods, we aim to throw the enemy soldiers 
into disorder and lower their morale. This is all for the sake 
of ending the war sooner.” 

“Hey, wait. What exactly are we going to do?” 

Gunter grabbed my shoulder. | looked him in his eyes, 
which were much closer now than they used to be and 


answered him frankly. 
“What Ouwe Kaldia was to you is what we will be to 
Rindarl.” 





| gritted my teeth, expecting to be punched, but it 
never came. 

| looked up timidly and Gunter snorted. 

“| just told you | Know what you’re thinking and why 
you're using such a nasty method. I'll follow along with this 
disgusting method, you fucking brat!” 

As soon as | was about to relax, | was hit with a very 
painful flick on my forehead. | was surprised and reflexively 
put the palm of my hand on the spot where | was hit. 

Gunter quickly returned to his infantry unit while 
commenting something that | didn’t understand, “I hope 
your head gets better.” 

| watched him walk away with a stupid look on my face, 
and then focused myself on the order that | had heard. 

It’s time to kill. 


The Lynx Plateau is located in a position where any 
passage from Bandishia Plateau to the low mountain range 
of Amon Nohl must pass through its vicinity. 

The Rindarl army didn’t believe that information had 
been leaked to Arxia, so they first sent their scout troops. 
They must have come to confirm whether we were here or 
not, but we built our strategy on the premise that they 
would send scouts. It was great that they moved the way we 
predicted. 

We detected the scout unit approaching thanks to 
Rashiok’s nose and Claudia’s eyes, but we didn’t make a 
move. It would be troublesome if they didn’t tell their own 
troops exactly what they saw here. 

“How is it Claudia?” 

“Well, there’s dust. The Rindarl army is coming! It’s a 
battle!” 


... Of course, Claudia was the only person who could see 
the dust. | swallowed the words that came reflexively to my 
mind, ‘Go back to the shounen manga world’, and turned 
away from the excited Claudia. 

The Rindarl army had marched for a long time and 
reached the bottom of the plateau. They stared in dismay at 
the moat full of crucified people. We could have hurled 
arrows at them from above, but we waited for them to make 
their move since it was important to use the stick to incite 
hatred and fear from them. 

| could see the chaos and agitation spread through the 
Rindarl soldiers. 

The commander seemed to be trying to keep calm, but 
there must have been familiar faces among the prisons 
because the commotion from the soldiers trying to rush into 
the moat could be felt from up here. 

Eventually, despite the commander’s efforts, soldiers 
equipped in what looked like farmer tools, broke rank and 
rushed towards the moat. A knight on horseback overtook 
the crowd with a resigned look on his face and was first to 
arrive in front of the moat. 

“Arxians!! This is too barbaric! Extremely barbaric! This is 
not only an act against chivalry, but it’s also an act against 
humanity! !” 

| stood on top of the platform facing the knight and threw 
what | had in my hand. 

The knight, who wondered what I, a child, was doing, 
suddenly turned pale the moment he saw an object roll in 
front of his feet. 

It was the head of a boy soldier. The head of the young 
boy had strong Densel features, and his eyes were wide 
open in fear and pain. 

“Don’t make me laugh by talking about humanity when it 
comes to getting rid of rats who are trying to sneak into my 
home!” 

| spat at the speechless knight. 


“In the first place, it was you people who rejected the 
order to surrender and gave death to these people. Let it 
sink into that uncivilised head of yours that this is the result 
of your stupidity!” 

... It’s no use, | can’t sneer very well. It’s because | felt 
pity for the prisoners of war who had been discarded by 
their motherland and ended up in the most gruesome end. 

Since | had decided to make a bad impression, it wasn’t 
contempt that | should put into my voice. It seems like I’m 
not cut out to be an actress. 

| wondered if this knight had some sense of chivalry 
rooted into them on the battlefield. He stood there and 
looked up at me in shock as if his sense of ethics had 
collapsed, and this time, | laughed scornfully at him. He 
didn’t seem to notice the soldiers running amok behind him. 

“What's the matter, Rat? You don’t want to start the 
fight? Then, just stay there and watch. We will not begin to 
dispose of the Rindarl prisoners of war.” 

“What...?!” 

Get ready, Gunter, who was standing behind me, 
signalled. “Fire the moment the Rindarl soldiers rush into 
the moat,” he shouted as if the presence of the frozen 
knight wasn’t important. 

My soldiers with their fire arrows at the ready, stood up at 
once on the plateau, and without pause, fired them at the 
moat and stakes. The arrows ignited the oil that had been 
sprayed on the staked prisoners and the oil that had been 
poured into the moat at the same time. 

The heat that rose up from the moat suppressed them. 
The screams of the still alive prisoners and soldiers, who 
had rushed into the moat without thinking, being burnt alive 
echoed throughout the plateau. 

... It was the re-enactment of the most sickening scene | 
have ever seen. At any rate, | deliberately did this because | 
decided that this was the best way to instil nightmares into 


the enemies. It might be even worse than the scene | dream 
about since it was on a larger scale. 

Cold sweat broke out all over my body and | felt as if my 
knees were going to give out. | felt awful. | stood up again, 
using the handle of my halberd for support. 

All the soldiers who had rushed into the moat had been 
burnt. Those who hadn't were apparently watching the 
blazing flames. 

There wasn’t a lot of oil in the moat. The flames that had 
lively rose up will Soon die down. | used another nasty 
method... in order to not give the enemy time to calm down, 
Shake their emotions and disrupt their control. 

Perhaps if word of this plan gets out, then Father’s bad 
reputation will all be covered by my own. The ironic remarks 
of me being Ouwe’s daughter will change to fear and 
disdain. 

“Rashiok, bring him to me!” 

My most loyal retainer dragged him alone and stopped 
next to me. 

Weakened to the point of not being able to scream even 
after being roughly dragged across the ground, the young 
soldiers tied with ropes... recruited commoners, who had 
been deemed worthless as a prisoner of war and were 
already treated as ‘dead’ in Arxia. 

They were almost the same age as me. | pushed them 
onto the blazing stakes as if to make a show for the Rindarl 
soldiers. 

If they fell in ones or twos then they would fall into the 
fire since they couldn’t even stand up, let alone hold their 
ground. Or will they fall victim to the sharp stakes? 

_ Stop! HOW CAN YOU BE SO ROTTEN?!?!” 

An angry roar echoed over the sound of the flames. | 
instructed the archers to shoot arrows at the voice. Give 
priority to the rational ones, kill them and make them fall to 
the ground to take the advantage for this battle from start 
to finish. 





| played with their emotions and reduced them from 
soldiers to mere rioters. Then, whether it’s a defeated 
soldier who is bringing back my ill repute to his country, or 
the prisoners of war that Ergnard had asked me for, | can 
take my revenge and kill them as | see fit. 

In a matter of minutes, the area underneath the plateau 
turned into an agonising hellscape. 

The scene was just as | had imagined it to be, and after 
feeling a combination of complicated feelings, all that came 
out of my mouth was a convulsed voice that resembled loud 
laughter. 


000000) 


Although he had told me to leave prisoners behind, 
Ergnard had apparently ran over the enemy troops ina 
rather spectacular manner and driven them to destruction. 

After a few local battles, Arxia was able to control all the 
important locations of the Great Plateau and Bandishia 
Plateau, and the war with Rindarl, who have been slowed 
down by a significant drop in morale and national 
sentiments, fell into a stalemate. 

However, Rindarl Union Dukedom didn’t agree to a truce 
or ceasefire, and Arxia, who maintained a strategic 
defensive position, didn’t decide to invade any further. Both 
kingdoms welcomed winter. 

By that time, my name had become well-known both at 
home and abroad as | went around killing Rindaral soldiers 
with Ergnard and his brother, Earl Einsbark, and before | 
knew it, | was summoned to every military council meeting, 
which was held separately from the House of Lords. 

Because of that, | was summoned to the royal palace 
again before winter started and, as a reward for my 
achievements, | was given in the name of the King: a bonus, 
a medal, and a noble title. 


| received the Einsbark name and a second class Rozen 
Rosa medal with a blood-coloured jewel which was similar to 
my eye colour. 

... Isn’t this medal awarded to commoners who have 
distinguished themselves enough to be appointed as a 
noble below the rank of Junior Earl? | believe this is the 
fourth highest medal that exists in this kingdom. 

And | can’t believe | received the Einsbark name. 

My rewards were so generous that | wondered if Ergnard 
had passed his achievements onto me because he didn’t 
want to receive something bothersome like a fief. 

| don’t need two honorary awards, | thought as my head 
felt heavy. They aren’t useful for filling the bellies of my 
citizens. The rewards have caused many nobles in the 
capital and kingdom to scorn me, and the northern nobles 
became more hostile towards me. 


Chapter 1 


The Academy is an educational institution that gathers 
the children of nobles between the ages of thirteen to 
fifteen. The Academy teaches them the Sacred Code and 
the laws of the Kingdom, as well as economics, history, 
geography, ethics, the languages and culture of the 
Surrounding kingdoms, and an outline of other subjects. 
They also have research institutions for those who want to 
further their education and is the only school in the kingdom 
that has educational and research facilities. 

It’s natural that noble children are educated to a certain 
extent in their own homes, but it is said that the Academy 
was established to thoroughly educate nobles on the 
national laws, which are based on the Sacred Code, 
administered by the Church. 

Therefore, as a general rule, the noble children are 
enrolled in the Academy and study and live on the 
Academy’s premises in an attempt to unite with the other 
domestic nobles. 

Except for winter holidays, students needed to submit an 
application to the Academy and get permission from their 
head of house to go out, and those who aren’t researchers, 
teachers or nobles who aren’t students, are not allowed to 
enter the Academy. 

Because of those conditions, the Academy, which 
occupies a huge area in the southwestern part of the Royal 
Capital, is built similarly to a city, and has formed its own 
unique society commonly referred to as ‘The Second Royal 
Capital’. 

Well, this closed society isn’t an obstruction to me, since 
I’m my own head of house and can give myself permission 


to go out. 

In any case, I’ve already applied for permission to go out 
on the third day of school. 

It was for the final battle with Rindarl. 

After the hectic events of the entrance ceremony and 
orientation, it was on the third day after arriving at the 
dormitory that | finally felt comfortable. 

| visited Ergnard, who was also busy in the Royal Capital, 
and we read through dangerous documents such as the 
Rindarl Intelligence Report, that the current Earl Jugfena had 
sent to me. 

As soon as we finished reading the documents, there was 
no room to rest before we started preparing for battle. There 
was something in the latest report that | couldn’t ignore. 
The information about them preparing for battle by 
assembling a large amount of food and men in Densel is 
concerning, but the top secret information which indicated a 
possible defector found in the passages that described the 
people of the enemy unit is something | couldn’t ignore. 

He was a young man, a little over 20, with brown hair and 
brown eyes. His knife wounds are frighteningly accurate, 
and he has noticeable burn marks all over his body. 

| grasped the chain on my left wrist. | still dream of that 
day, and spend many sleepless nights having nightmares 
about him. 

“Do you think it’s possible that he can be your 
attendant?” 

“It’s possible.” 

“Even though he’s in the enemy army?” 

“You said it yourself. Kamil wasn’t there. You said that it 
was possible that he might have been kidnapped judging 
from the traces that had been left in the corridor. Prisoners 
of war aren’t that uncommon, are they?” 

“That’s... yes. But it’s also possible that he disappeared 
of his own free will.” 


But it’s also possible that Kamil hadn’t died in the first 
place. I’m still not sure if that badly burnt young man is 
Kamil or not, so | have no choice but to look for him. 

“... Well, it doesn’t change what you have to do on the 
battlefield, even if he is the person you're looking for.” 

Before long, Ergnard sighed and said, 

“It hasn’t even been three days since you've entered the 
Academy...” 

“The barbaric Rindarl don’t care about considerations or 
being boorish.” 

Hah, | also sighed. | guess I'll be leaving the capital the 
day after tomorrow since I’m going to the House of Lords 
meeting for a day, and then a strategic meeting with the 
royal army for a day. I’ve been in the capital for less than 
five days and I’m already making a U-turn. 

“Dear me... so it’s Densel again, huh? They never learn, 
do they? Are the other three Dukedoms just going to sit on 
the sidelines this time?” 

“You're smiling, Eliza.” 

“Oh, my bad. It’s not like | enjoy going onto the 
battlefield.” 

“Of course, Densel wouldn’t learn their lesson. As you 
know, the battle where they put in everything they had, and 
even their sudden skirmish was crushed by a single girl. 
Their honour must be torn to shreds. They can’t let the war 
end until they win at least once.” 

As he said this, Ergnard looked at me in amusement and 
laughed. | brushed him off nonchalantly but snorted in my 
mind. 

“Honestly, | don’t like that my precious foster child is 
being called a cruel or cold-blooded Earl by a bunch of 
foolish nobles because of Densel.” 

“| didn’t mean for things to get exaggerated.” 

“Well said. You’ve rampaged long enough... Come out 
when you're done. You can make it to today’s House of 
Lords’ meeting if you hurry.” 


He said, before quickly leaving the room. | also rushed to 
pack my weapons and followed after him. | was supposed to 
be absent from today’s meeting, but | don’t know when the 
intelligence report will be brought up at the House of Lords, 
so it would be better for me to attend as much as possible. 
Well, judging from the contents, it will probably be brought 
up today at the earliest and tomorrow at the latest. 

| raised my left arm in front of me again and shook the 
thin chain on my wrist. The chain made the same thin 
clinking sound as it had on the day when it dropped onto my 
pillow. 

“... Let’s go. | feel bad for Densel, but I'll have them go 
along with my childish outbursts for a while longer.” 

The thought of the young man covered in burn scars 
reminded me of Kamil on that day. He got badly burnt on my 
behalf, was covered in blood, cut down enemies one after 
the other, finally collapsed, and the sound of his heartbeat 
weakening : 

| set aside the matter about him maybe being alive, and 
just that memory of him filled my head with cold hatred and 
murderous intent. 





War isn’t free; it costs money and consumes human 
resources. 

The Arxian army is still winning, but Densel Dukedom, is 
being compensated with the lives of the people that we 
have taken prisoner in the previous battles instead of 
reparations. It’s surprising that the soldiers can go a year 
without revolting or breaking away. | don’t know if the 
soldiers don’t understand the situation or if it’s because 
they don’t have soldiers who would do that, but I’m 
impressed with their skill. 

It cost a lot of money to even keep hundreds of prisoners 
alive... Since they have no intention of paying reparations or 
Signing a ceasefire agreement, why don’t we kill the 
prisoners after the post-war limit of a month? If it’s useless 


to keep them alive, then there’s no need to feed them free 
food. Such brutal thoughts easily came to my mind when 
my mind had become completely chilled. 

As expected, we talked about Rindarl’s movements in the 
House of Lords. I’m sure the Upper House of Lords’ 
members have quickly completed their examination of the 
intelligence report. 

“People and supplies are being gathered in Eris, a city 
along the current border of Densel Dukedom. According to 
the report from the scouting party of our Knight Order, they 
have about 30,000 men gathered in Eris, but the amount of 
supply they have is too great for their army. It’s highly likely 
that something else is going on.” 

Ergnard was participating in the meeting in place of 
Wiegraf, who couldn’t leave Jugfena. | already knew what he 
was going to say, but | listened carefully to the 
supplementary explanation of the enemy movements. 

Densel’s movements were clearly an attempt to increase 
their troops. But the problem was where they were getting 
their manpower from. 

Planates Dukedom, which was originally friendly towards 
Arxia, wasn’t directly involved in the war itself. They only 
demanded that Arxia return their Princess, the current 
Queen, who had triggered the war, and her son, the First 
Prince Albert, or improve their treatment. No, they were 
providing supplies to Densel behind the scenes, but in 
public, they are expressing their contempt towards Densel’s 
forceful war declaration and use of force and are refusing to 
participate in the war. Since their land is being managed by 
Rindarl, Densel troops are still allowed to march through 
there. 

The problem is the two remaining kingdoms: Parmigran 
and Giograd. We have no diplomatic relations with these 
two kingdoms, and they are far from us, so we have no 
information on them. 


Both kingdoms are highly commercialised, so we barely 
managed to find out that they were selling weapons and 
supplies to Densel, but we can’t tell what they think of the 
war itself, or how they want it to end. 

If Parmigran and Giograd were to send out troops, then 
the liabilities of this war would expand even further. It’s true 
that we’re dealing with a single kingdom, Rindarl, but 
Rindarl has only been established for a year, so each 
kingdom must still have a strong sense of individuality. And 
the liabilities of war are generally the lives of the citizens. 
Unlike food, money and land, for someone out there, that 
liability will never be made up for in any way. 

“... There’s a few things | would like to report here about 
Rindarl’s movements.” 

A quiet voice penetrated the murmuring voices in the 
House of Lords. Silence fell like a receding wave, and all 
eyes turned to the speaker, Margrave Freche. 

“What would you like to report...?” 

“Rindarl... | want to talk about the movements of Giograd 
in the south, and about the messenger from Jenhans who 
recently came knocking on the border gate in my fief.” 

There are no accurate maps of the southern nations as 
their lands always expand and shrink and the names of their 
kingdoms increase and decrease, making it impossible to 
draw a map of the southern nations. 

Margrave Freche probably drew up a map of the current 
power structure of the major kingdoms in the south and 
presented it to the House of Lords. 

“This is something that I’ve only shared with Luctfeld and 
the Upper House of Lords since I’m the only one who’s 
collecting information about the southern nations... but, 
judging from the movements of the neighbouring kingdoms, 
| believe there may be a connection.” 

There are four kingdom names written on the map: 
Jenhans, Nazrig, Epadena andPaktushuki. 


... Paktushuki, the only name that Kamil and | had shared 
with each other seven years ago, is a kingdom located at 
the southern tip, slightly to the west. Jenhans is a kingdom 
located around the eastern edge of Arxia’s south, and 
Epadena is quite large for a southern kingdom; they occupy 
the south-eastern edge of the continent, and Nazriq has no 
land. 

“Nazriq lost in a war with Epadena at the end of last 
spring and became a ruined nation. Epadena has taken 
advantage of that war to further expand its power and is 
continuing to engulf the surrounding small nations.” 

Epadena’s leader seems to be a very stubborn 
expansionist. He continues to defeat and engulf 
neighbouring nations into his territory without taking into 
account any cultural or ethnic differences. 

It is said that the southeast is being subjugated by 
Rindarl, so | wonder if Epadena has received Rindarl’s 
intervention. 

“But doesn’t that happen all the time in the south?” 

Someone spoke up and there were whispers of 
agreement all around. 

If that didn’t happen, then nations wouldn’t violently rise 
and fall. It’s a never-ending struggle as nations expand and 
Shrink, split up or become independent because they can’t 
keep their boundaries. And that basically involves the 
intervention of other nations, either directly or indirectly. 

“It does. But at the same time, the invasion of Epadena is 
somehow different this time... The war between Epadena 
and Nazriq ended after four years of continuous fighting.” 

Four years... It took four years? 

Ergnard moved beside me. He is much more in touch with 
concrete numbers than | am. He knows all the costs 
associated with maintaining and operating a force. 

You need national power to wage war. Even more so if 
you want to preserve the frontline. That power can be the 
human resources needed to maintain the troops and armies, 


the resources and materials needed to maintain weapons, 
or the reserves in the national treasury needed to maintain 
a nation in turmoil due to war. 

And nations that are in constant danger of being invaded 
and plundered, and are in such a state of flux that they 
can’t even make it onto maps, can’t afford to increase their 
national strength. 

“So that’s when Rindarl intervened?” 

“Yes. Rindarl... or rather the two nations were competing 
to buy weapons and supplies from Giograd. Or should | say, 
they were being bought.” 

Giograd was selling weapons and food on loan to both 
nations to make the war longer and more intense. 

“How were the debts paid?” 

Those words came out of my mouth. 

There was a clear disparity between Giograd and 
Epadena, enough so that it made it impossible to hope for a 
decent transaction. In addition, Epadena must have been 
stagnant for four years due to their conflict with Nazriq. 
Unlike Arxia, Epadena isn’t a nation that can develop its 
economy while fighting on a scale that can be seen ona 
map. 

What the heck can Epadena use to pay off their debt? | 
asked since | had a bad feeling about this, and the Margrave 
smiled ironically at me. 

“... | don’t believe that you’re as vicious as the rumours 
around the capital say.” 

“Excuse me?” 

| wondered what he was talking about all of a sudden, but 
the Margrave shook his head. 

“It does seem true that your idea is something that can 
only come from knowing evil. It’s no wonder that those who 
have little to do with warfare wonder why you can do such a 
brutal thing.” 

“... Ignorance is an unforgivable sin for a noble.” 


| heard a scornful laugh from somewhere in the hall. It 
came from where the northern nobles were. 

“| understand that anything is pathetic when things go 
too far. Now, I’m sorry for shifting the subject. Let’s get back 
to what we were talking about. Epadena paid Giograd with 
humans.” 

Humans... My bad feeling was spot on. | looked away 
from the Margrave for a moment. 

But now it’s clear. Giograd intervened with the southern 
nations to get slaves... human resources. 

Buying and selling people is an atrocity in the teachings 
of Ar Xia, and a crime under the laws of Arxia. In the past 
when Kaldia’s economic activities were devastated, my 
father used to dispatch his unemployed citizens outside the 
fief as public labourers, and this was how he paid the 
national tax. Although he was clever enough to avoid 
breaking the law by calling it a labour service, it didn’t 
change the fact that he was a Slave trader. 

What Epadena is doing was the same as what my father 
did. If you don’t have anything to sell, then you sell people. 

So, how are the sold goods used? 

“Slave soldiers...” 

The entire House of Lords was shook as | mumbled this. 

“Slave soldiers... to increase Densel’s army?” 

“Ah, how could they...” 

“What a vile nation they are. | can’t understand why 
Planates would want to be united with such a nation!” 

The northern nobles’ gazes became even more intense as 
the nobles verbally expressed their displeasure towards 
Giograd, and by extension, Rindarl. What have | done? 

“Twenty days ago, a messenger from Paktushuki visited 
our gate along the border for the first time in eleven years 
and brought us detailed information on the situation over 
there. Epadena is about to suppress Jenhans. Even the 
nations on route that have allowed the army to pass through 
have lost significant numbers of people.” 


“Paktushuki... is a nation with a trade permit? Are they 
that friendly that they would send a messenger to give us 
information even though they know they can’t enter?” 

When the noble, who was hosting this meeting, asked 
this question casually, the Margave shook his head. 

“It would seem they are. | heard that a group of Arxian 
merchants, who visited them more than ten years ago, 
contributed greatly to the economic development of 
Paktushuki. At the same time, the teachings of Ar Xia also 
spread throughout their nation, and although | don’t know 
what has happened to their nation since then because of 
the distance, the messenger also carried a diplomatic letter 
with them asking for protection from Arxia, aS a sovereign 
nation.” 

The diplomatic letter was favourable and the message it 
carried seemed to concern the reasons for the critical 
international situation. 

... More than ten years ago? Perhaps the merchant | had 
killed was part of that merchant group. I’m talking about... 
Kamil’s father. 

“There’s nothing that can be done now about the 
mentality of Rindarl, who now enslaves people of defeated 
nations. We can just change this with our victory. But we 
have other problems to face.” 

“You're talking about the royal army.” 

Earl Lorenzorell, the son of the commanding general of 
the royal army, changed the topic. He is a strategist in the 
army and is here on behalf of the commanding general. He’s 
also my classmate Sieghart’s father. 

“I’m sure everyone here is well aware that unlike the 
private knight orders and armies of the lords, the royal army 
is restricted by strict laws.” 

The nobles started murmuring again at the sound of his 
voice, which sounded a lot like the commanding general’s. 

The private knight orders and lord armies established by 
nobles basically exist for emergencies. They can act freely 


to a certain extent since they might not be able to make it 
to where they need to be in times of emergencies if they 
need to wait for permission, but if they do something wrong, 
then they will be punished for it later. 

However, that wasn’t the case with the royal army, which 
is under the control of the House of Lords as an army 
directly under the King, and the state-appointed Jugfena 
Knight Order, which is also directly under the King. 

... The warfare laws in Arxia are rather complicated. 
Generally, we mainly use our armies for self-defence, but it 
is possible for us to invade other nations when we're ina 
state of war. However, we can only attack the enemy army 
under the authorisation of the King, and we can only invade 
land which belongs to the army. 

The reason why the King has to approve the nations that 
we can attack is because otherwise, we would become a 
nation that will invade any kingdom during wartime. 

There are three branches of armies at the border: The 
Royal Army, led by Marquis Lorenzorell, Jugfena Royal Army, 
consisting of the knights and commoners at Jugfena 
Fortress, and the armies of the surrounding lords, namely 
Margrave Junas’s army, and my Kaldia army, which has just 
returned. 

Of those, only the lords’ armies are allowed to fight 
without the King’s permission since they weren’t a part of 
the Royal Army. 

Of course, the other two armies have permission to 
intercept and counterattack the Rindarl forces at any time if 
they invade, but that’s the only permission they have. 

In short, any attacks made on Rindarl’s allied forces 
aren’t authorised. 

“Of course, under these circumstances, we will allow 
them to intercept allied forces as well. But we must discuss 
who will inform the soldiers of this.” 

Permission given to the Royal Army is issued under the 
name of the King. That is to say that it is a royal order. The 


royal order isn’t something that a mere noble can pass on in 
the King’s name. 
“So... who of the royal family will be sent to the frontline? 
That’s the issue.” 
The meeting continued until the sun began to set. 
The final nominee was Eric Tulle Dorvadine, the second 
son of the Archduke, and the son of his concubine. 
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“Hey! Why are you riding in the carriage with me?!” 

Eric barked as he sat cross-legged with his arms folded in 
the seat across from me. 

| hesitated on whether | should answer him or not, then 
wondered how | should answer while holding back a sigh. 

“.,. Because | am Eric-dono’s bodyguard while we’re 
travelling to Jugfena.” 

“Then you can ride a horse and swing your sword!” 

“To be precise, | haven’t been assigned as your 
bodyguard. | was told to escort you under my banner. So, 
it’s actually my army who is protecting you. | train them to 
lead, but I’ll only get in the way of them working as soldiers 
to protect someone.” 

“Argh, whatever. You’re noisy, shut up!” 

Asshole. He asked me a question, and then told me to 
shut up when | carefully explained everything to him. What 
an annoying guy. 





What was decided at the House of Lords on that day and 
the following day was immediately put into action, and after 
a strategy meeting with the Royal Army in the morning, as 
expected, exactly five days after | arrived at the Royal 
Capital, | set off for Jugfena with Eric, carriages loaded with 
supplies and soldiers from the Kaldia and Royal army. 

Eric was annoying, which was to be expected after what 
had happened at the evening party on the night after the 


Academy started. But all the other carriages were filled with 
supplies for the frontline, and there was nowhere else to sit, 
so | had to put up with him. 

| didn’t want to get involved with him any further, so | 
pushed Eric out of my mind and shifted my gaze out the 
window. 

The landscape of Ryunfeld, located between the Royal 
Capital and Kaldia, is a long stretch of peaceful agricultural 
land. Every path in Ryunfeld was paved simply, and there 
were perfectly designed waterways everywhere. That’s what 
Ryunfeld looked like. 

There were many industries in Ryunfeld, but they 
specialised in agriculture. It is Known throughout the 
kingdom as a major grain-producing region who supports 
the Royal Capital. 

As | was admiring their well-developed irrigation 
technology and cultivation tools, Eric barked, “ Hey, 
why do you keep looking outside? There’s nothing there!” 

Is he really bored? He told me to shut up, so | did, but 
now he’s talking to me again. He really is annoying. 

“... There is something. I’m looking at the well-developed 
agriculture land in Ryunfeld. See, there’s irrigation work 
being done everywhere. It’s very useful as a reference.” 

| couldn’t ignore him, so | held down my sigh and replied. 

Eric frowned. He looked like he was straining. 

“... Irrigation work? What’s that?” 

“There’s some undeveloped land in my fief. We’re going 
to build irrigation channels in the rivers and lakes to 
eliminate flooding to make the land habitable.” 

“Oh, good work.” 

| thought | had answered his question, but Eric suddenly 
became irritated and spat out briefly. 

... It’s getting more annoying to talk to him. Should | ask 
to ride behind one of my soldiers at the next stop? Maybe I'll 
ask Gunter. 

“Hey!” 





“... What?” 

What is it this time? My gaze was apparently sharp when 
| looked at him for the third time, and he flinched for a 
moment. But he spoke firmly. It would have been better if he 
had kept his mouth shut. 

“Alfred seems to acknowledge you a little, but Grace and | 
don’t trust you! Don’t make the mistake of getting too close 
to Alfred, you rising Junior Earl!” 

Shouldn’t | be the one who should be telling you not to 
misunderstand? 

How sad that | had to do something that would bring the 
displeasure of nobles from everywhere. | was the one who 
was troubled by the unexpected approach of the Crown 
Prince that night at the evening party. 

“A rising Junior Earl like me cannot read what the Crown 
Prince is thinking. However, His Highness is an intelligent 
man who is blessed with a good environment, so I’m sure 
that he will quickly understand social status during his time 
at the Academy.” 

“Hah? What do you mean by that?” 

What do | mean? It means that you should quickly make 
the Crown Prince understand the differences in social 
statuses when you return from this trip. 

| don’t have time to figure out what the Crown Prince is 
thinking. But as | have told him, | have no intention of 
becoming friends with him. 

I’ve been awarded with two prizes recently, and I’ve 
gained status, money, and prestige; | have even received 
the greatest honour of being a noble. Perhaps because of 
this, the feelings that the northern nobles directed at me at 
the House of Lords was even more intense. Their stares told 
me that they would send an assassin after me if | tried to 
get close to the Crown Prince. 

Well, unlike Eric, | probably won’t return to the Royal 
Capital until after this war is over, but I’m sure this 


chatterbox will tell the Crown Prince all about his 
frustrations and exasperations from his travels. That should 
make some distance between us... Probably. Or so | would 
like to believe. 
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It took two days on a Carriage from the Royal Capital. 
Isn’t it natural that the group decided to stay in my Kadia 
fief on the way there? 

In peaceful times, it’s unlikely that a person from an 
Archduke and Marquis House would stop by a newly 
promoted Earl’s fief and stay overnight. The servants of the 
former feudal lord’s mansion, the Golden Hill Mansion, which 
is now treated as a branch, weren't able to cope with the 
situation. It seemed that Bellway, who had been entrusted 
with the management of the mansion, quickly gathered 
personnel from the surrounding villages, and they were 
barely able to prepare a warm reception for the nobles. 

By the way, the reason why the reception wasn’t held at 
the new feudal lord’s mansion was simply because of 
location. The newcomer’s village and current feudal lord’s 
mansion was located away from the road that led from the 
Royal Capital to Jugfena. 

“.,. It’s a shabby mansion, inappropriate for your 
position.” 

The first thing Eric said when he got out of the carriage 
was as rude as ever, but his tone didn’t contain mockery or 
condescension, it sounded as if he had just carelessly stated 
this out loud. 

“I’m sure the person who built this mansion didn’t expect 
to receive a new title.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. No one would want to believe that a 
descendant of theirs would take credit for a victory that was 
won by a cowardly act.” 


It seems that what happened in Lynx Plateau was well 
received by the nobles in the Royal Capital. It was talked 
about everywhere as if it was a fad. 

“It’s true that if people knew that they would give birth to 
someone like that then they might not have children at all. If 
| Knew that | would give birth to someone like the former 
feudal lord, then | wouldn’t think about having children at 
all.” 

Not just my father, but what | said could be the subject of 
what Eric had said. The thought of my own children or 
grandchildren being able to hurt and kill people without 
changing their expression repulses me. 

Eric’s shoulders shook and he glared at me even though 
he had made that kind of statement. Apparently, my 
comment had unintentionally struck a nerve with him. 

... Oh, | see. 

It wasn’t odd that my self-deprecating words would strike 
a nerve with him. Eric’s stepmother, his mother’s 
murderer, shunned his existence. 





| made sure that the Kaldia soldiers that | was taking to 
the battlefield with me were ready by the time we left the 
next day. From here, | will lead them, not in a carriage, but 
on a mounted beast. I'll be leading the army, which has 
grown over the past three years to the point where it 
wouldn’t dampen our population after the Sill Tribe joined, 
while riding Rashiok. 

Perhaps because it’s been a long time since I’ve come in 
contact with him, Rashiok seemed extremely happy. 

His serpent-like tail was swaying behind him and his 
steps were light. When | stroked the back of his neck in an 
obvious gesture of affection, his ears twitched in pleasure. 

“I’m sorry | haven’t been able to keep you company. | 
wish | could have taken you to the Royal Capital with me, 
but that’s just not possible.” 


| said and he replied with a cry that sounded as if he was 
trying his best to say something. | narrowed my eyes and 
stroked the back again since it sounded as if he was saying 
that he understood. 

“... Hey, he’s watching you, Eliza-sama,” the soldier 
running next to me said. It was Aslan, who had declared his 
intention of becoming a soldier in the Kaldia army three 
years ago, and was now the youngest light cavalry. 

“Yeah... Ignore him.” 

“What? Is he an attention seeker?” 

“Who knows?” 

Eric’s sharp gaze was fixed on me from a carriage 
which was driving a short distance away. 
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Even though it was only a month since spring had begun 
according to the calendar, it was already hot as summer in 
Jugfena Royal Fief. 

With Amon Nohl at its border, the temperature on the 
eastern side was higher. It’s only natural for it to be hotter 
than the Royal Capital, but it’s hotter than its neighbouring 
fief, Kaldia, probably because of the cool breeze coming 
down from Amon Nohl. 

“Hey, thanks for escorting him here. The rest will be 
taken care of by me and the Jufgena Fortress Knights... Hah, 
| really didn’t think that you’d only stay in the capital for 
only five days. | was hoping that you’d enjoy your student 
life a little more.” 

The one who came out of the black iron fortress to pick us 
up was Ergnard, who had returned earlier on fast horse. 

“It’s true that | returned earlier than expected, but it 
shouldn’t be a problem. If I’m behind on my studies, then | 
can learn it later.” 

“No, you’re what’s more important than studying... No, 
nothing, listen to me. | don’t think your personal 





connections are something that you have to make at the 
Academy. You know the Lorenzorells, Theelsias, Moudon and 
Freches and you’re even with an Archduke House this time.” 

“We were fortunate enough to be in the same class at the 
Academy. | guess I’m blessed with good fortune.” 

“Your voice sounds gloomy even though you said that. 
Your good fortune is quite remarkable.” 

We chatted while greeting each other and caught a 
glimpse of Eric grumpily getting off the carriage. Eric’s 
mood has been going downhill, like | had thought it would, 
so I’m sure he’s in a bad mood right now. 

“| see, so he’s...” 

“Yes. The King’s proxy, Baron Eric Tulle Dorvadine.” 

Even though the Einsbark House has close ties to the 
royal family and the Upper House of Lords, Ergnard 
generally doesn’t come to the royal capital. This is probably 
his first time meeting Eric. 

“I'll have to take him to my brother. You take the soldiers 
to rest first. I’ve left the second through fourth floors of the 
south wing empty as usual. I'll call you for dinner, so get 
ready.” 

“Alright. | thank you from the bottom of my heart for your 
concern for my soldiers.” 


I’ve been in and out of this fortress so often before | 
entered the Academy that it has already become a familiar 
military base for Earl Kaldia’s army. We didn’t need to be 
assigned rooms and each of the soldiers walked into their 
rooms in a familiar manner. 

“As usual, the fourth floor will be reserved by My Lord, the 
lady, myself and Theo.” 

“Oh, you came all the way here to check? Thanks, 
Gunter.” 

“| didn’t... More importantly, what’s wrong with Rashiok?” 

“Who knows...?” 


| was resting between the border gate and the fortress, 
where | used to learn how to use the halberd, while gazing 
at Rashiok, who refused to leave for some reason. 

As it’s wartime, | couldn’t leave the draconis to their own 
devices in a military base controlled by someone else, and 
as the person in charge of Rashiok, | couldn’t let him out of 
my sight. Well, | don’t mind since | don’t have anything to 
do until Ergnard comes to get me... 

Rashiok approached one of the draconis and was 
Snuggling with her. 

The other draconis was about a size smaller than 
Rashiok, with scales that almost looked pure white and wing 
membranes that were almost scarlet in colour. As for the 
size of their body, it seemed that Rashiok is larger than the 
average draconis, so | guess that that draconis’s size is 
average. 

As far as | can tell, they weren’t Rashiok’s siblings who 
Stay in this fortress. When | saw Rashiok’s siblings before, 
they looked very similar to Rashiok, although their scales 
were a Slightly different colour. 


... Come to think of it, who came to help me with Claudia 
at that time? I’ve only just remembered about their 
existence, but | feel like I’ve seen their face somewhere 
before. Well, I’m sure I'll be able to find out something about 
them later if | ask Ergnard about them. 

But for now, Rashiok is more important. 

“Ah... Say, aren’t they pairing up?” 

Gunther said as if he had a hard time saying it while | was 
staring at the draconis. 

“Pairing...?” 

“Probably. | don’t know for sure.” 

Pairing... | see. Rashiok has already grown up, so it wasn’t 
Surprising for him to pair with another draconis. 

| see, | thought as | took my eyes away from the two. It 
felt awkward to stare at them when | thought that they were 


pairing up. 

“Speaking of pairing... Gunter, how’s your marriage plans 
coming along? Theo gave me his marriage certificate this 
Spring.” 

When | mentioned this to Gunter, he choked even though 
he wasn’t drinking anything... Did | say something weird? 

He should be well past the marriageable age, but it 
couldn’t be helped, considering his position in the army. But 
he’s approaching the age where he wouldn’t be able to get 
married at all. 

| don’t know his exact age, but I’d say he’s about twenty 
years older than me. My youngest estimate would be that 
he’s nearly 30... 

| was wondering when he had passed the older brother 
age and entered the uncle age, and Gunter must have 
guessed what | was thinking since he glared at me and said, 
“Mind your own business, you shitty brat!” 

“If you have a partner then you’d better report it to me 
quickly. I'll stamp your marriage certificate as soon as | 
can.” 

“Argghh! Shut up!” 

Another thought came to my mind while | was lightly 
teasing Gunter, who seemed to mind this a bit. 

What about Claudia? It’s useless to expect her to talk 
about it, but her parents should be planning to marry her off 
somewhere when she turns twenty. 

At the age of nine, | established my own private Knight 
Order and made Claudia and Theomer my knights. By the 
way, Gunter refused. Claudia then got her wish and became 
a knight, but because of that, her marriage proposal fell 
through. 

... I'd better check as soon as | get back. I’m not sure if | 
can interfere with the marriage of Claudia, who has become 
a trusted retainer. 


| went to the noble’s dining room when Ergnard called for 
me and Wiegraf was already there. He smiled and waved at 
me. 

| came here before Eric, probably because I’m Ergnard’s 
foster child, and is like a relative to them, and there was no 
one else in the room. 

“Eliza-dono, I’m glad to see you.” 

“It’s nice to see you, Earl Einsbark.” 

“Hmm, yes, you’re the same as always. I’m glad to see 
that you don’t have any more scars. Thank you for bringing 
my foster niece and the royal army here safely. I’ve 
prepared a small meal for you as well, now sit.” 

He gestured to me to sit at the lowest seat... The foster 
system is supposed to be a parent-child relationship 
between individuals, not between familiars. Why did he say 
foster niece? I’ve never heard of that word before. 

My complicated feelings must have shown on my face 
Slightly since Wiegraf tilted his head, “Hmm?” 

“You should have accepted the foster application from me 
and my older brother instead of making a face like that.” 

As | sat down on my chair, | casually turned my head 
away from his gaze. 

When | decided to be Ergnard’s foster child, the former 
Earl Einsbark also offered to make me his foster child in a 
tone that made me wonder whether he was joking or not. 
Then, Weigraf and Vormav also sent me a letter asking the 
same thing. Recalling this made my cheeks twitch. 

“| already receive plenty of protection from Ergnard-dono, 
any more than that is...” 

“That’s true. In fact, in a few more years, Ergnard may be 
in a position to receive your protection.” 

“... You must be joking.” 

Even though he’s the third son, Ergnard is a direct 
descendant of the Einsbark line. He alone holds back the old 
northern nobles, and he holds the prestigious position of the 
Commander of the Jufgena Fortress Knights. There’s no way 


that I, a rising Earl, could reverse the balance of power with 
him. 

“Yes, it’s a joke for now. But you’ve made quite a name 
for yourself now, so I’m always happy to have you as my 
foster daughter if you’re willing. | would mind adopting you 
if it’s before you reach semi-adulthood.” 

Wiegraf smiled like his father and said, “Guess | got a late 
start since | was slow.” Einsbark people tend to unhesitantly 
say rather serious things in a joking manner like this. | think 
this is why they’re said to be suspicious. 


The dining room was able to maintain a peaceful aura 
until Eric entered. 

He seemed to be displeased with all the people I’m 
associated with, and only gave a brief response to Wiegraf’s 
welcoming greeting. 

Ergnard and Wiegraf both gave Eric warm gazes, but Eric 
didn’t seem to notice. I’m glad he didn’t notice. There’s 
nothing more troublesome than a child’s tantrum, | 
recalled my own outing a few years ago and looked off into 
the distance. 

“... How carefree. | heard that including the 50,000 slave 
soldiers, a huge army of more than 80,000 was coming to 
this area. That’s why | rushed all the way to this remote 
place.” 

Eric’s frustrations reached its peak when our 
conversation began to switch from pleasantries to how to 
deal with the slave troops. 

| heard him whisper this as soon as | looked around to see 
if | had neglected him. 

“Excellent. A strict awareness of danger is the most 
important thing when you’re in a war zone.” 

Erganrd said while smiling. 

He probably didn’t expect to be praised when he spoke ill 
of them. Eric looked at Ergnard with a flabbergasted 
expression on his face. 





“But the enemy soldiers won’t suddenly appear on the 
border. According to the scouts, they haven’t even reached 
the first soldiers on the frontline yet. Our scout forces 
include draconis who have a good nose and can read the 
wind. If the enemies are close to us, then we’ll be able to 
detect them as soon as possible, so please don’t worry.” 

“... Draconis. Those beasts?” 

Eric looked displeased. 

He looked at me for a second and his frown got worse. 

He probably doesn’t like something about Rashiok. 
However, Rashiok has always been by my side since he 
joined the march in Kaldia, so | don’t believe that he’s done 
anything to Eric. 

Then, Eric’s contorted face suddenly twitched into a 
smile. 

“If you have such useful beasts then wouldn’t it be better 
for them to be near the Imperial Guards? | felt it on the way 
here, but those beasts are suitable for a commander or the 
king. If they have a sharp nose, then they can also detect 
poisons and metals, they’re ideal for serving the royal 
family.” 

| was speechless. Because Eric purposely made his true 
intentions clear, | felt as if his malice was directed at me. 

All the people here, except for me, are those in a position 
close to ‘commander or King’. 

... |see. You're trying to take Rashiok from me? | grinded 
my teeth and it made a small sound. 

“Well, | suppose that’s true.” 

Wiegraf nodded. There was a definite hint of agreement 
in his tone and Eric shot me a triumphant look. 

| dropped my gaze on my spoon to avoid making eye 
contact with him. 

“Then, the next time we find young draconis, I'll schedule 
them to be sent to the Imperial Guards.” 

“Their breeding season is in spring, is it not? | don’t think 
we’ll be lucky to find an infant draconis, but I'll talk to 


Marquis Lorenzorell about arranging some manpower here 
so that we can take care of them, just in case.” 

Out of the corner of my eyes, | saw Eric’s expression 
freeze at the loose promise that was being made between 
Wiegraf and Ergnard. 

... 'm sure he wanted to use the reason of ‘draconis 
being beyond my position’ to take Rashiok away from me, 
but unfortunately, draconis do not change their masters. 
Draconis have never been forcefully taken away from their 
masters, so | don’t know how they will behave if they were 
forcefully taken away, but they are too rare and powerful to 
try. 

“... If they’re going to be serving royalty, then it would be 
better for them to have silvery scales. It’s not as rare as 
blue-silver, but it’s more pleasing on the eyes.” 

| remembered the draconis that | had seen in the daytime 
Snuggling up to Rashiok, and when | said that Weigraf and 
Ergnard seem to know the draconis | was talking about and 
smiled. | felt as if they were telling me ‘that’s what we were 
going to do’. 

I’m not sure whether the draconis serving by the King’s 
side will be Rashiok’s child, but well, two of the three 
draconis here are females. The fortress is directly connected 
to the edge of Amon Nohl, so young, stray draconis actually 
enter, so breeding should be less difficult than with Rashiok, 
since | take him around with me everywhere. 

Everyone in the room coolly brushed aside the fact that 
Eric was unhappy that his plan hadn’t gone well. 

That’s about it. If you think about it, it’s impossible to 
present a draconis who is covered in wounds from frequent 
battles to the royal family. | don’t Know what it was about 
Rashiok that bothered him so much, but his argument won’t 
stand if he only based it on status. If such a thing were 
allowed, then it would only be allowed if it came from the 
King or Crown Prince, at the very least, it wouldn’t be 
allowed if it came from the son of an Archduke’s concubine, 


who they had almost no qualms about sending to the 
battlefield. 

... |secretly sighed without making a sound. 

| didn’t intend on degrading people because of who they 
were born to, but I’ve noticed that the difference of human 
value is ingrained in my brain, and | felt like choking a little. 

If he is of low birth, then | am even more so. 

Not because of my blood, but because the way | was 
born, that was clearly disgusting for a human being. 


Early morning, the next day, even before Eric made his 
little soeech to the soldiers, Jugfena Fortress was ready for 
battle and on alert. 

Before sunrise, the scouting party had invaded. 

Of course, the Jugfena soldiers weren’t so lax as to ignore 
their intrusion, and all those who dared to enter the fortress 
were captured. 


Chapter 2 


There is only one major trend in the Arxian army wartime 
strategies. 


1. Stop the enemy’s attacks. 

2. Wait for the withdrawal, destruction or annihilation of 
the enemy forces and then launch an offensive attack. 

3. Quickly achieve the established goal, such as capturing 
a base. 


That very simple pattern is maintained by the vast 
number of standing armies that Arxia has. 

Now that the enemy scouts have invaded, Ergnard has 
taken his troops to the frontline, but the troops he had taken 
with him are only performing the first part of the strategy; 
they were the advance troops who were defending Arxia. 
The main force is still in this fortress. 

As soon as Marquis Lorenzorell returns from giving orders 
on the frontline, I’m going to ask Eric to act as the King’s 
representative in front of the main force but he has 
other work to do. 

“What work am | doing?” 

When | visited Eric, who was bored in his assigned room, 
and told him that | was going to guide him through his work, 
he turned around with a troublesome expression on his face. 
He did ask what his work was, so he hadn’t forgotten why 
he had come here. 

“You're comforting the injured. This fortress has a clinic 
for wounded soldiers. I’ve been told by Marquis Lorenzorell 
that comforting wounded soldiers in the Royal Army is the 
job of those who hold the title of Duke and above.” 





“Hmm... So, why are you guiding me there? You have 
nothing to do with the Royal Army.” 

“| hold a private Knight Order, which gives me the status 
of an external military officer in the Royal Army.” 

A person who holds a private Knight Order isn’t included 
as a member of said order. But, formally, they are registered 
in the Royal Army list as military officials, in name only. 

This was apparently a system to show that the private 
Knight Order ultimately belongs to the state and is not the 
private army of the holder. It is only a position on paper, and 
you don’t get paid like a regular military official. 

... However, Ergnard and the others are often used as the 
Royal Army’s military officials, so they take on duties like 
babysitting Eric. It’s something | can’t agree with, even 
though they get rewarded afterwards for their actions. | 
didn’t want to become military personnel at all, and | felt 
that it was a little unreasonable that | was included in that 
category somehow. 

Well, | Know that Ergnard and the others added more to 
the reward money, so | can understand why this was 
happening. This was probably their roundabout way of 
Supporting Kaldia fief, which has almost recovered, but still 
lacked an outstanding industry and is as shabby as ever. 

Under the Royal Army’s military laws, the duties of an 
external military official are treated almost like outsourcing. 
And since there is no concept of outsourcing fees, the 
rewards are paid out from the private funds of the 
commissioner instead of the military budget. 

“I've been told by the Earl that Baron Dorvadine needs to 
complete his visit to the clinic before the Commanding 
General returns.” 

“... Hah, fine, | got it. I'll go.” 

Perhaps it was because he had been too bored during the 
past few days, but it was easier to move Eric than | thought 
it would be. 


The clinic was simply an extension of the fortress’s 
infirmary. 

Although, the clinic was treated as the rear base and it is 
also a facility that houses many seriously injured people 
who can no longer fight on the frontlines nor return to their 
home fiefs. 

“Uag...!” 

Eric quietly entered the nursing room with a scowl on his 
face, but he choked as soon as he stepped into the room. 

The soldiers lying in the nursing room, or perhaps | 
should call them ex-soldiers? Many of the ex-soldiers were 
missing their arms or legs or had severe burns, and their 
pain was instantly recognisable. 

“Eric-Sama, can | ask you to speak to each of them 
individually? The patients in this room can no longer stand 
on the battlefield. They can only wait to be picked up by 
people from their fief or their relatives.” 

The doctor spoke to Eric. But Eric shrunk away from the 
patient’s bed. 

pres | grey 

The doctor and | looked at each other and shook our 
heads at Eric’s stunned expression. | had expected this, but 
it seemed that it was still too shocking for him to see the 
people who were staying here. 

There were no soldiers with minor injuries in this clinic, 
because those with minor injuries are never brought back 
from the frontlines. There were only seriously injured 
soldiers who had managed to escape death but had been 
injured so badly that they couldn’t move on their own. 

I’m sure | had explained to him what kind of place the 
clinic was beforehand, but Eric has lived his life far away 
from injuries, so he didn’t understand how shocking it was 
until he actually saw this scene, even though he thought he 
understood. 

If that had been the Crown Prince or Grace, then they 
probably wouldn’t show how shook up they were by that. 


The two must have been trained not to show it. 

How should | calm Eric down and get him to comfort 
these people? I’m only a guide, and I’m not directly related 
to these soldiers, so | can’t go around and talk to the 
soldiers on his behalf since it would completely destroy 
Eric’s position. 

... How troublesome. Why do | have to be some kind of 
educator for a guy my age? 

| sighed. 

“Heeee! Why, why is the vampire here?! Nooooo00000! | 
don’t want to kill anymore. | don’t want to kill 
anymoreeeeee!” 

Suddenly, a deranged scream came from the corner of 
the nursing room. 

The doctor turned towards that corner at the same time 
as when | clicked my tongue at the word ‘vampire’. 

Eric was petrified, so he was late to react. His shoulders 
shook and he looked around restlessly. 

“Calm down, don’t get too worked up! Someone! The 
sedative!”’ 

“No! No! I’ve had enough of this! I’m not going to hurt 
others for her food anymore!” 

“Why did you come back!? Didn’t you go to the noble’s 
academy!?!?” 

“| can’t fight anymore! Please stop. | don’t want to die or 
kill anymore! | can’t fight! I’ve lost my legs!” 

As if in response, there was a succession of screams and 
collapsing noises everywhere and the room suddenly 
became noisy. 

A number of glances pierced at me with clear gloomy 
emotions such as condemnation, scorn and fear. 

The doctor urged me to immediately leave the room and 
Eric staggered after me as if he was following me. 

| closed the door behind me as if trying to stifle the 
commotion, and my heavy breathing became sighs that 
wanted to come out. 


My reputation among the Royal Army soldiers is often not 
a good one. There seemed to be a strong emotional 
backlash to my treatment of the war prisoners, and my 
attacks on the enemy troops, because my methods had 
differed greatly from theirs. 

| don’t think | was the cause of their trauma, but... | bit 
my lips since my thoughts had been too naive when | heard 
the sounds of the doctor subduing a soldier who was 
panicking and screaming with tears in his eyes through the 
thin door. 

It seemed that to them that to the Arxian soldiers 
who are supposed to be my allies lam a symbol of 
death, violence and the battlefield. The longer the 
commotion in the room went on, the more | felt like my 
stomach was filled with lead. 

“... Lapologise, Viscount Dorvadine. It seems like I’ve 
disturbed the comforting atmosphere. | will inform Earl 
Einsbark to have someone else show you here at a later 
date, so let’s go back to your room.” 

| called out to Eric, who was unable to comprehend the 
situation at all and was staring at the nursing room door 
with a dumbfounded expression on his face. 

He turned his gaze to me and looked terribly confused. 

“Wh-what happened just now? Why are the kingdom’s 
soldiers that afraid of you?” 

“... The battlefield is a place where one’s heart can be 
easily wounded.” 

| prompted Eric to walk as | walked down the corridor 
while deciding to talk to him. | needed to educate him a bit 
and this was a good opportunity to do so. | chose my words 
carefully, thinking that it would be better for him to be 
aware of the situation next time he came to comfort them. 

“The fact that we have to fight and kill each other, even if 
we are enemies, causes natural rejection and is mentally 
draining. As you know, Eric-dono, | am more or less famous 
for killing a lot of my enemies mercilessly. Their hearts have 








weakened since they can’t stand on the battlefield ever 
again, and they must be terrified of anything that reminds 
them of the battlefield, ally or foe alike.” 

“Trauma...” 

“Injury and death can happen not only to the body, but 
also the mind. Just as a person who has been burnt has a 
strong fear of fire, it is natural for all living beings to fear the 
pain that they have experienced. This is so they can live, so 
that they don’t die and so that they won’t be hurt any 
further.” 

My mind drifted back to my citizens as | explained to Eric 
about psychological trauma. 

Everyone was deeply hurt by the hellish life my father 
had created for them. Even though it was necessary, what 
Earl Thelesia and | did afterwards was just a drastic 
measure. | felt regret, wondering if there was something | 
could have done to heal their hearts. 

“4. You...” 

The voice that came from Eric wasn’t to show that he 
understood nor was it to ask a question; his voice sounded 
as if he didn’t understand my point. 

“What about me?” 

| tilted my head and asked him back since | wasn’t sure 
what he wanted to say. Eric frowned as if he also didn’t 
know what to Say. 

“You weren’t trying to kill those soldiers directly, were 
you?” 

Of course, | nodded my head at his somewhat roundabout 
question. 

Even though they’re commoners, I’ve never thought of 
committing such a callous act against the Royal Army 
soldiers who should be respected. In the first place, we 
operate under a different chain of command, so they have 
never directly participated in my evil plans. 

“... Is it alright? You’ve done nothing to them, yet they...” 


Scream and glare at you. He stopped the words he was 
about to say, but | knew exactly what he wanted to Say. 

“They are not my citizens.” 

| shrugged and answered. | didn’t answer if | was alright 
with it or not. 

If | say I’m fine, then I’m fine. If | say I’m not, then I’m 
not. | felt depressed, but unlike my citizens, | didn’t feel like 
clinging to them in hopes that they would one day 
understand. 

“... NO way, SO...” 

“Excuse me?” 

| thought | heard Eric mutter something, so | asked him to 
repeat himself. Then, Eric looked up and | was pierced by his 
strong gaze. 

“It’s because you're like this that they call you a vampire 
and are even traumatised by you. | hate... that you don’t 
pay any attention to anyone but those within your circle.” 

He said he hated it, but for some reason, his expression 
was not one of disgust, instead, he looked as if he was going 
to cry. 


0000000 


... The night before | left for Jugfena. 

| visited Earl Thelesia’s mansion as a courtesy before 
going to the battlefield. Even | know that | might not be able 
to see him again. 

“I’m sorry for not coming to greet you.” 

“No, it’s fine. | should have been there for your entrance 
ceremony.” 

The Earl leaned gently against the couch. He seemed to 
have a slightly more relaxed expression on his face since his 
return to the capital. The situation in Kaldia was very bad 
when he had arrived, so perhaps the man | knew was more 
stressed than he usually was. 

“| heard you weren't feeling well then.” 


“It was only a mild cough, but the people at home were 
making too much of a fuss, so | took precautions and slept 
for two days, now | feel better. There’s nothing wrong with 
me.” 

“Is that so? I’m glad that you’re alright.” 

“Everyone treats me like I’m a dying old man even 
though my older brother is still energetically going to the 
castle every day to work. | don’t understand why they treat 
me like a dying old man when | live so carefully compared to 
him.” 

When | celebrated my 10th birthday, the Earl began 
spending more time in the capital. He gave me back the 
feudal lord title almost at the same time as when | raised a 
rank, and was now living back at his own mansion. 

He had no children to inherit his title, so he still held onto 
his Earl title, but he rarely attended the House of Lords 
meetings anymore. While he takes care of his job at the 
castle’s treasury, which was the basis for his title, he 
already feels like he’s retired and is probably enjoying the 
rest of his life in his mansion. 

“... Well, whatever. More importantly, how’s life at the 
academy? You've only been there for two days, but there 
already seems to be little rumours about you everywhere. 
They say that Earl Kaldia is in His Highness, the Crown 
Prince’s good books.” 

The reason why he still holds more information than the 
average noble is because nobles of all positions all over the 
capital still frequently visit him for advice. 

As usual, the Earl is a guardian with too much influence 
for an Earl. 

But well... | can’t say much since people also bring me 
information and ask me for advice. I’m being relied on more 
and more by other nobles because of my position as an Earl. 

“Yes, actually...” 

| explained everything that happened at the academy to 
Earl Thelesia. 


“... The Crown Prince wants to be your friend, the two 
Archduke’s... or Eric is especially hostile towards you and 
the only decent person is Lorenzorell’s heir?” 

| nodded at his brief confirmation. 

“Yes. | don’t understand why Eric-dono is so hostile 
towards me, when we’ve only had that kind of conversation. 
| was hoping to distance myself from His Highness, the 
Crown Prince, by giving him a bad impression of me... But 
since we’ll be working together tomorrow, | thought | would 
need to understand him a little better. 

“| haven’t spoken to Grace since the first day, apart from 
saying hello.” 

“| understand Grace-dono’s attitude better. It’s natural if 
you think about the status of an Archduke and an Earl. Is 
this the result of an Archduke’s education?” 

| didn’t Know much about Archduke Dorvadine since he 
rarely appeared at the House of Lords. He is a key member 
of the Upper House of Lords as a royal prince, and in my 
position, he is someone who | would normally not be 
involved with. 

“... Hmm... An Archduke...” 

However, Earl Thelesia knew what kind of person 
Archduke Dorvadine is since he was once a member of the 
Upper House of Lords. He seemed to be at a loss for words 
to say as his normally stern expression was particularly 
grim, which was unusual for him. 

| sipped on my tea and waited for him to continue, while 
thinking about what the Earl was trying to say about the 
Archduke’s situation. 

Even though he’s a child, he’s from a prestigious 
Archduke House and even though he’s an illegitimate 
child, he’s the son of a royal prince, so his behaviour and 
conduct were too strange. The way he behaved was too 
inelegant, and without thought. He is unsuitable to be 
the Crown Prince’s close aide. 











He is the Archduke’s illegitimate son, born from a 
mistress, but the fact that he can behave like he is Grace’s 
twin brother means that he has been treated the same as 
Grace. If that is true, then they should have received the 
Same education. 

| think Grace was the only person who didn’t take note of 
me. | think he has already set his sights on becoming the 
next Archduke, so he acts as if he doesn’t care about a lowly 
rising Earl. And | felt that he was right. Aside from Seighart, 
who is also a noble from a military house, it was strange for 
the Crown Prince and a son from an Archduke House to 
exchange more than a greeting with me. 

The question lied in the difference between Eric and 
Grace. If Eric has distanced himself from me as a member of 
an Archduke House, then Grace must place the same 
distance between us. 

If they did receive different education and were treated 
differently at home, then the relationship between Eric and 
Grace would be weird. Why can they behave like twins, 
despite one being a legitimate child and the other an 
illegitimate child? Why do they have such contrasting 
attitudes towards me when they are allowed to behave in 
such a way? 

... [don’t know why | have to stick my nose into another 
family’s problems, but | Know that Eric and | will be 
travelling to Jugfena tomorrow in the same carriage, and | 
won't be able to leave him until he has fulfilled his role. It 
would be annoying if he abandons his duty because | put 
him in a bad mood by stepping on a landmine without 
knowing his circumstances. 

“... How much do you know about the Archduke’s wife?” 

The Earl finally said after | had finished my tea. 

“I’ve heard that Grace-dono’s mother is the legal wife 
and Eric-dono’s mother is the mistress of the Archduke 
when he was still in the royal family registry.” 


“His mistress, Marlene-dono, was from the Provenzale 
House... She was from Marquis Zereulterziwizia’s branch 
house, and his legal wife Otilia-dono, is from Duke Zastin’s 
house. They joined the Archduke’s house at almost the 
same time, and also had a child within a year of each other. 
| don’t Know how their relationship was. Marlene-dono rarely 
left the castle.” 

“She’s from the Zereulterziwizia house...” 

“She was a princess in her vassal state. Their marriage 
was intended to deepen the ties between the royal family 
and the independent Marquis fief, but it seemed to be a 
roundabout way of doing things, since the Marquis at that 
time had already spread his allegiance to the nation.” 

The independent Marquis fief, located in the mountain 
ranges of Amon Kraan, is a rather unique piece of land even 
within the nation. | didn’t know that Eric had sucha 
background. Well, this piece of information isn’t useful 
unless you think that Eric’s violent temper is a mental 
disorder that originated from the Zereulterziwizia bloodline. 

“Now back to the topic, Marlene-dono, who had such 
status even though she was the mistress, seemed to have 
been treated almost the same as Otilia-dono, the legal wife. 
Eric was treated in a higher position than the second child of 
the legal wife because of that.” 

“Was treated’, so does that mean he’s not treated like 
that anymore?” 

“Marlene-dono has been dead for about five years now.” 

| stared silently at Earl Theleisa. 

“... | wasn’t aware that she had passed away. It seems 
that little is known about the death of the Archduke’s 
mistress who was treated the same as the legal wife.” 

The things | know about the Archduke and the royal 
family is common knowledge. If information is leaked from 
there, then it means that this information should not be 
known by someone of my status. 


“The Archduke kept Marlene-dono’s funeral a private 
event. He also only told those involved of her death.” 

“Does her death have something to do with how Eric- 
dono is treated?” 

“| started hearing about Eric’s bad reputation after 
Marlene-dono’s funeral. It’s not strange for his personality to 
get warped after losing his mother and being ina 
complicated position all by himself.” 

... | felt the Earl look at me with indescribable eyes when 
he said that Eric’s personality had warped. 

My personality was already warped before | lost my 
parents, so Eric’s situation was different from mine. 

“Are you saying that you’re unclear of what is going on?” 

“Marlene-dono and Otilia-dono were very close, according 
to what I’ve heard. And Marlene-dono died in an accident... 
when she broke her neck protecting Eric from falling down 
the stairs.” 

| stopped talking. | didn’t want to hear anymore than 
that. That was enough. 

People in high society already talk about how cold the 
relationship between Eric and Otilia is. 


0000000 


The eastern end of the Great Plateau is dotted with hills 
that look like islands floating on flat land, called remnant 
hills, and castles have been built on these hills to serve as 
defence bases. 

A season has already passed since the Rindarl armies 
moved back from their front lines. We occupied these 
abandoned castles and were using them as our frontline 
bases. Even though it was difficult to mount an attack 
during winter, a month has passed since the snow thawed. 

Marquis Lorenzorell had left the defence of these 
strongholds to the Jugfena troops that Ergnard had brought 
with him and brought back the main troops of the Royal 


Army, which had been assigned to protect the strongholds, 
back to Jugfena Fortress. 

It was a bad decision to leave the frontline empty under 
these circumstances, but | couldn’t take Eric any further out, 
and | also don’t Know what kind of accident would occur if | 
continued to deploy a demoralised army. 

“Maintaining the frontline is also nothing to scoff at. It’s 
not worth it to further extend out lines to try and make 
Densel a vassal state.” 

Marquis Lorenzorell, who had been watching the situation 
in the frontline, grumbled as soon as he returned. The 
meeting was held immediately after the march, so he was 
probably tired and irritated, but he was also probably 
frustrated at Rindarl since they wouldn’t surrender, and we 
didn’t know what they were thinking. 

It seemed that during the eight months that they had 
occupied the bases, they had made a lot of changes to the 
facilities such as the base and the roads, in order to make 
life more comfortable for the soldiers. 

The situation was such that it was impossible to return 
the land to Rindarl as it is, and the restoration of the land 
couldn’t be included in the peace agreement. It’s the theory 
that it’s unfortunate for the enemy country to have to 
develop their infrastructure while also fighting a war. As a 
result, we are currently experiencing the mysterious 
phenomenon of the nation expanding, even though we 
didn’t want it to. 

“The economic effect of researching the new weapons we 
have seized should be enough to make up for the losses, 
though.” 

“That’s the thoughts of a military person who has no 
citizens, Wiegraf. You can’t directly increase livelihood by 
increasing the variety of weapons you have. The citizens 
won't be satisfied if we don’t have any war trophies.” 

| touched the metal cylinder in front of me that was about 
120 centimetres long. 


It was a gun. It was apparently stored in the abandoned 
base on the frontline. 

It looked very different from the one that was used in the 
battle that had earned me an Earl rank. That one was a thin 
metal cylinder about 180 centimetres long and had 
something like step ladders attached to it, but this one 
looked like a gun. | even felt a chill at the fact that it had 
become much smaller and more manoeuvrable. 

“Well, we have no rights to interfere with the national 
interest, so we have to leave that to the Commanding 
General... But still... Since the battle at the Great Plateau, it 
had already changed to this form at the time of the last 
simultaneous defence battles, but this seems to have been 
modified further.” 

“... It’s this stone.” 

A white stone that had been cut into a hexagonal shape 
was attached to the side of the handle, where it connected 
to the handle through a small hole in the cylinder. The 
mechanism seemed to function as the trigger of the gun, 
and when the latch is removed, the stone returns inside the 
gun with great force. 

“Hmm. It seems to be used to ignite the gunpowder. It 
looks like a luminescent light made of hardened 
phosphorescent moth scales...” 

“The phosphorescent moth’s luminescent light is only 
made to glow. They can’t create fire.” 

The Commanding General and | nodded at Wiegraf’s 
words. 

“This is probably the reason why we seized them so 
easily. The mechanism probably works really well, but we 
can’t use it without knowing the principle behind it.” 

“So, we can use these short-barrelled arrows if we can 
come up with another mechanism to light them and rebuild 
it. Even though | brought up the mechanism, we can’t use 
the big cylinder as reference.” 


Apparently, they called this gun a short-barrelled arrow in 
Arxia. There was a cannon-like weapon called the ‘big 
cylinder’ several hundred years ago, which was simply a 
huge cylinder in which explosive barrels and stones were 
thrown into and launched. 

The technology to make the exploding barrels have been 
lost, and most people didn’t know what it was, or had 
forgotten about it, until the short-barrelled arrow came 
along. 

“It’s no use thinking about it now.” 

“Don’t say that, Earl Kaldia. This is really a great weapon 
depending on how you use it. | want to popularise it 
throughout the kingdom armies as soon as possible.” 

| quietly turned away from Marquis Lorenzorell whose 
eyes were sparkling as he said that. This man has a 
personal interest in all things related to warfare. 

“But what’s more important right now is the imperial 
decree the Baron Dorvadine will be giving.” 

This is the event that | came here for in the first place. 
Eric will act as proxy for the King to deliver his message 
about allowing the Royal Army to fight, and he will also give 
a speech to encourage them. Even though it’s called a 
ceremony, it isn’t a big deal. 

But the problem was Eric. 

‘ [Kaldia.” 

Eric came out of the medical office and spoke to me. | 
lowered the frontline report | was reading while waiting for 
him. 

“Baron Dorvadine. | would like to thank you on behalf of 
my foster father for your kindness towards the soldiers 
today.” 

Eric grimaced as | stood up and thanked him. But he 
probably thought that it was a bad idea if my voice was 
heard in the medical office, so he urged me to move to a 
new location by jerking his chin down the corridor. 





When we turned around the corner and approached the 
Stairs, he finally turned his head towards me as if he 
thought we had placed enough distance between us and the 
medical office. 

“| don’t know how many times | have to repeat this, but | 
won't fulfil my duties as His Majesty’s proxy. | will return to 
the capital and petition His Majesty the King and my father 
to immediately call for a ceasefire.” 

E Please reconsider. If you don’t deliver those 
words, then the Royal Army won't be able to do anything 
against the slave soldiers, who are treated as the enemy 
soldiers’ allies. The enemy will surely use the slave soldiers 
as shields and go on the offensive, and then the Arxian 
army will...” 

“You're too repetitive. My answer is the same; withdraw. If 
we retreat the soldiers back to Jugfena Fortress, then we can 
fight any opponent under the stance of preventing them 
from entering our nation, right?” 

Eric and | have been having the exact same conversation 
for the past few days. 

This was Eric’s new ‘problem’. 

“It’s against the teachings of Xia to take land and 
property by force. And yet, how is it like in the frontline? You 
are not only driving back the enemy but have also taken the 
lands of Planates and Densel under your control, and are 
working hard to defend that land without thinking about 
how exhausting it is on the soldiers!” 

Eric shouted as if he was going to strike me. It was a little 
different from the outburst he had thrown at me at the 
Academy; it was an outburst of righteousness. His face was 
flushed with anger, purely out of concern for others, and | 
couldn’t see the slightest hint of self-denial or self-loathing 
that he had shown in the past. 

... The impact of the traumatised soldiers had on him was 
greater than we had anticipated. 








We knew that he was sensitive to the psychological 
traumas, but no one imagined that he would leap past 
refusing to care for the soldiers and onto rejecting the war 
itself, which was the cause for their trauma. 

“Baron Dorvadine, you also understand that abandoning 
the land that we have occupied and pulling back our 
frontlines would hinder the peace negotiations, don’t you?” 

“Pfft, what are you talking about? You know this don’t 
you? You know that we don’t need that for peace 
negotiations. Didn’t Rindarl demand that the First Prince 
receive better treatment?” 

That is something that everyone involved in this war has 
thought about at one time or another. That’s why | didn’t 
know how to reply to him. 

“I’m going to bring Prince Albert back from the 
monastery, and then back to the Academy. I'll also get 
Alfred’s Crown Prince title revoked, and then the cause of 
this war will disappear. It’s foolish to use the lives of the 
citizens for such a pointless conflict... Woah?!” 

| dragged Eric into a nearby room before he could rant 
any further in the corridor. 

It wasn’t good for him to say anything more than that 
even if he is a member of the Archduke’s house. It was 
clearly an insult to the Upper House of Lords the 
highest-decision-making body in this kingdom. Even if he is 
from the Archduke’s house, he was born from the mistress, 
so if he were to say those words out loud, then he wouldn’t 
be able to take them back. 

“What are you... Argg!” 

“Calm down a little. You know the repercussions of saying 
that His Majesty the King’s decision is ‘foolish’ in a place like 
that, and that information gets around?” 

| shut his mouth with my hands since | knew it was 
disrespectful, and whispered for him to calm down. | made 
him change his tone of voice to a normal one and forced his 





attention from the injured soldiers and onto me. Hopefully, 
this will cool his head a little. 

Eric widened his eyes at my words and then slowly 
nodded his head. The moment | let go off his mouth, he 
quickly moved to the side to distance himself from me. 

“I’m sorry for being rough with you.” 

“No... It’s alright. | was, uh... | was careless.” 

Eric turned pale and slumped into a nearby chair. His 
inflated emotions punctured like a deflated balloon, and he 
seemed to have lost the figure he was supposed to 
maintain. 

When Eric had calmed down enough, | pulled out a chair 
and sat down. 

This is a good opportunity, although it was a sudden one. 
| had to convince Eric in one or two days. 

“| understand what you are thinking, Baron Dorvadine. If 
there’s one thing I'd like to say, then it’s that everyone, 
including me, agrees with you.” 

“Then!” 

“However, you can’t do that. If you are a member of the 
Archduke Doravadine’s House, then you must stand here as 
a politician and not a knight.” 

When | told him this in a slightly strong tone, Eric looked 
dubious for a moment, but then his expression immediately 
became tense, and he bit his lip... | wanted to sigh. Judging 
from his reaction, he understood this somehow even without 
being told. 

“... You knew, didn’t you? That’s why you brought me 
here.” 

| didn’t answer his question. | didn’t know how Eric would 
react once he saw the wounded soldiers. The only reason he 
was sent to comfort the soldiers was because we thought 
that seeing the injured soldiers in person would make him a 
little enthusiastic while delivering the King’s orders and 
while encouraging the soldiers. 


Rather than being enthusiastic about that, he reacted the 
opposite. He was more on the side of the knights and 
soldiers, while retaining his perspective as a politician. It 
hurt him too much to see the citizens get hurt on the 
battlefield, that he didn’t think about the national interest as 
a politician and can only proclaim powerless words. 

“You will never stand on the battlefield; you weren’t born 
to be a knight. It’s improper for you to think like a knight.” 

Those who stand on the battlefield need to be prepared 
to risk their lives and the lives of their comrades on the 
battlefield. 

Politicians also need to be prepared. They need to be 
prepared to use someone else’s life to protect their own and 
those of their citizens. | am able to be in both positions 
because, unlike Eric, | am replaceable. 

“... Even soldiers are afraid of death. So, only those 
prepared to die will stand on the battlefield. Those who lose 
heart will withdraw from the battlefield. It would be an insult 
to ask them to flee the battle when they haven’t lost heart 
yet. Baron Doravadine, you came all the way here and still 
you want to insult those who fight for their lives with 
swords? Can you face Sieghart again after you run back to 
the capital?” 

If Eric goes back to the capital, then, as he mentioned 
earlier, the Arxian army will retreat to Jugfena Fortress 
without being able to do anything against the Rindarl army 
who are advancing with slaves as their shields. They will 
abandon all that they’ve gained from the previous battles... 
No matter how you look at it, it’s a clear defeat. The honour 
and power of Marquis Lorenzorell, the commanding general, 
will drop to the ground. 

Eric’s expression distorted as soon as | mentioned 
Seighart’s name. He looked very young as if he was trying 
to hold back tears. 

13 years old is still a very young age, if | look at it 
from the view of a woman in my previous life. Well, I’m also 








the same age as him though. However, thirteen is the age 
of a pre-adult in this world. It means that you are treated 
almost the same as an adult. 

Perhaps that was why | didn’t feel much pain even though 
| was aware that | was mentally overwhelmed. 

“Do your duty.” 

... It is also annoying to leave Eric alone when he’s 
behaving like a child. 

It was sad to think that this was probably the way he 
learned to plead to the woman who took his mother’s place, 
but he and | aren’t close enough for me to sympathise with 
him. 

“You should have made up your mind a little before you 
came here.” 

It was foolish to try and improve his mood when there are 
only the two of us here. | spoke as if | was trying to hit him 
with words. Eric’s expression twisted to the point where 
tears were almost falling from his eyes, but he didn’t take 
his gaze off me until the very end. 

This may have been the first time we’ve looked each 
other in the eyes for this long and talked. 

“\.. Okay, | got it. I’m... I’m sorry for what I’ve done.” 

He was unusually honest while speaking, and then he 
hung his head down. 

As | walked out of the room with an emotional Eric, Paul 
appeared from around the corner of the corridor. 

“Eliza-sama, the Earl has summoned you.” 

“Right now?” 

“Yes. He also has a message for Baron Dorvadine. The 
scouts have sent a message that the Densel army is moving 
out of their capital, so we need to send the Royal Army onto 
the frontlines right away...” 

“Alright,” | nodded in reply. | glanced at Eric who was still 
looking down. When he noticed that | was looking at him, he 
turned his back away from the medical office for a second 
and nodded clearly. 


When | returned to the conference room with Eric, 
Wiegraf and Marquis Lorenzorell, who had been waiting in 
the room, welcomed him as if nothing had happened. Then 
they began to schedule the imperial proclamation. Since 
there were no benefits in revealing that Eric had refused to 
do the imperial proclamation, publicly, | was the only person 
who knew about it as | was the messenger between the 
Marquis and Eric. However, it’s an open secret that he 
refused. 

At any rate, I’ve resolved the troublesome problem. 

| couldn’t give my opinion on the imperial proclamation 
schedule. All | could do was wait for orders. 

Ergnard and | left the conference room earlier, since there 
was also no point in him contributing to that conversation, 
in order to do another task or miscellaneous matter so that 
our time wouldn’t be wasted. 

“Did you pay a lot of attention to him?” 

“... That’s pretty rude.” 

“| didn’t say to who, did |?” 

When we finished checking the details of the food and 
medical supplies, which had been brought in this time from 
the room next to the operations room, Ergnard smirked 
triumphantly. | felt a little annoyed at his smug expression 
that said, ‘| Knew this would happen’ and sighed. 

“You could have persisted a little longer, though. If you 
had, | would have won the bet.” 

“Can you please not use people in your bets?” 

“If | remember this next time, then | won’t.” 

The bet was probably about when | could get Eric to give 
in or if | wasn’t able to get him to give in at all. 

The wagers were probably these three: Ergnard, the 
Marquis and Wiegraf. Considering their personalities and 
their understanding of me, Wiegraf probably won. He used 
to be the chief of staff, so he can read people. 

“| thought you wouldn’t want to pay a lot of attention to 
him, since your attitude didn’t soften at all when he came. 


He acted like he wanted a lot of attention, but you treated 
him coldly...” 

“| can’t be that friendly to someone who I've only known 
for less than ten days. Besides, | also had a plan to use him 
as cushioning material.” 

“| see. But you think of ways to save a person’s life the 
moment you meet them.” 

“... [think about whether | should kill them or torture 
them more often than not.” 

“You have a unique mindset.” 

Ergnard laughed cheerfully while letting my comment 
Slide. 

“| hadn’t expected him to give up his duty at the last 
moment. There are other ways of fighting in this war without 
you having to make him give up and give the imperial 
proclamation.” 

| Know that. This Royal Army’s morale will drop incredibly, 
but as a last resort, we planned on killing all the slave 
soldiers, that the Royal Army couldn’t attack, with my army 
and the Earl’s army. If necessary, we could have asked for 
reinforcements from Margrave Junas. 

“| couldn’t let it get that far.” 

“Well, | thought it was like that since you hadn’t done 
that before. But why did you act so coldly towards him 
instead of mending your relationship? You said you wanted 
to use him as a cushioning material, but with your attitude, 
you're completely making yourself unapproachable.” 

| pouted my lips. He made it seem like we were having a 
conversation and eventually pointed this out. 

“... Because if | worry about him, then I'll get emotionally 
attached. That’s...” 

Ergnard burst into laughter when | said that with another 
deep sigh. | glared at him as he laughed loudly. That’s why | 
didn’t want to say it. 

| started thinking of ways to get him back, such as calling 
Rashiok and making him coil around Ergnard. 


With a distant thud, the floor shook and rattled for 
a moment. Ergnard and | stopped moving for a moment and 
looked at each other. 

“... Explosives?” 

“Impossible. Where from?” 

We said as we quickly returned to the next room just as 
Marquis Lorenzorell and Eric ran out of the room. 

“They’re going to do the imperial proclamation?” 

“Yeah. The sound just now... is probably the sound of the 
Rindarl army in action.” 

Wiegraf was slightly pale. Ergnard silently put his arms 
around his brother’s shoulders and looked me in the eye. 

The battle is about to begin, his eyes said. 

“In the frontline, Densel’s army began a massive march 
from Eris, a large city in Densel Dukedom, towards the 
fortresses in remnant hills. It appears that they are facing 
the troops at Di Lo Yun, the first defensive stronghold, on 
the plains below the remnant hills.” 

Ergnard and | nodded as Wiegraf began to compile the 
information that had been brought by the messenger 
soldiers who were rushing in and out of the room. 

The unforeseen situation occurred while the Arxian army 
was distracted by what was happening in their own bases. 
Naval ships came up from the seaside and landed in Teve 
River, which was the midway line between the second 
defence point, Di Loe Das Fortress. 

The troops from the ship, which seemed to be under a 
different command structure from Densel’s army, attacked 
from behind and defeated the soldiers at Di Lo Yun. They 
were forced to retreat back to the fortress and were now 
surrounded by the enemy troops. 

On the battlefield, the two enemy troops are engaged in 
battle with the soldiers at Di Lo Yun and the soldiers from Di 
Loe Das and the third stronghold, Di Loe Tros who came to 
the rescue of Di Lo Yun. 





It was a good thing that the scouts, which included 
draconis, were able to detect the enemy troop’s advance as 
soon as possible, since each of the defensive strongholds 
were able to smoothly shift from alert status to being battle 
ready. 

However, the battle commenced without Arxia’s Royal 
Army’s main unit, as well as Marquis Lorenzorell, or the 
remnant hills’ cavalry unit’s supreme knight commander, 
Ergnard. It was a very disadvantage situation for the Arxian 
side, as the Di Lo Yun troops were mainly composed of 
scouts and field soldiers, who were fighting to defend the 
stronghold, and the Di Loe Tros troops, who had come to 
back them up and were composed of cavalry troops were 
forced to fight on the riverside to suppress the troops on the 
Ships. Additionally, the Jufgena Fortress troops would take at 
least half a day at the earliest to arrive at the battlefield. 

“... Isn’t it possible for our formations and movements to 
leak to the enemy?” 

Even in this state of emergency, Wiegraf remained, and 
seemed busy with some tasks, while he explained the 
current war situation to me. Wiegraf had suggested that we 
temporarily move the most rear base from Jugfena Fortress 
to a liaison base located halfway between the remnant hills 
and Jugfena in the documents that | had glimpsed at. 

The liaison base was in a Densel farming village that we 
were occupying. What Wiegraf was suggesting was denied 
by the nobles who were cautious about aggressive acts from 
the farmers. We were in the worst situation for war, since 
we had outstretched our communications, so we couldn’t 
afford to listen to the nobles. 

“| don’t want to think about the possibility of there being 
spies among us Arxians, but...” 

In the gloomy Wiegraf’s mind, information about not only 
the 2000 knights and soldiers of Jugfena, but also the 1000 
Royal Army soldiers, must be swirling around in his mind. 


He glanced at me for a second, but then averted his gaze 
in less than a blink of an eye. I’m glad to see that he trusts 
me. 

“... Oh, more importantly, | have a favour to ask of you. | 
would like to borrow the knight named Claudia Lorenzorell 
from the Kaldia army.” 

“You want to borrow Claudia?” 

“Yeah. | feel really bad since the situation has worsened, 
but I’d have to ask her to evacuate Eric-sama back to 
Kaldia. Of course, I'll send some soldiers from Jugfena to go 
with them as well.” 

“Oh...” 

| understood why he needed Claudia. Even under these 
circumstances, it’s necessary to attach a good number of 
soldiers with Eric while he’s on the move. Claudia is a 
member of the Lorenzorell House, and she’s also a knight, 
so she can be used as my proxy. 

“I’m glad you’re quick to understand. Now then, shall we 
leave the fortress as well? We need to set up that liaison 
base by the end of the day.” 


Chapter 3 


Clemente Village, a farming village in Densel, had been 
transformed into a liaison base and a rare new base for the 
Arxian army. 

The commoners, who were living under the Arxian army’s 
occupation, held their breath as they looked at the soldiers 
who were arriving from Jugfena with terror. 

... I've heard that there’s a treaty in Rindarl that 
stipulates the treatment of civilians in times of war. 
Originally, all the kingdoms in Rindarl were created by 
dividing the large Rindarl Kingdom. It is said that the treaty 
was enacted in order to avoid needlessly harming those who 
had become the subjects of their own kingdoms when they 
won. 

However, that treaty had nothing to do with Arxia. Arxia 
was a closed country that had completely everything on its 
own and had spent 600 years since its establishment 
without making any war treaties with any other kingdom. 

The war between Densel Dukedom and Artolas Kingdom 
was only thirty years ago. Clemente Village was once 
occupied by both the Densel and Artolas armies when they 
fought at the border. 

Therefore, the way they were treated at that time was 
still fresh in some people’s minds. Unlike thirty years 
ago when they could maintain their livelihood as long as 
they were obedient, the more soldiers we had, the more the 
villagers were forced to leave their homes and the less they 
had to eat. The villagers in Clemente village were 
suffocating from fear and distrust since their lives weren’t 
guaranteed even if they showed their obedience. 





They were just like the villagers at Cyril Village when the 
stone was thrown at me, | thought while feeling like | was 
being stabbed with needles. 

“... It'S not a good atmosphere.” 

Wiegra, who had been giving orders left and right without 
taking any breaks since we started moving, frowned and 
said as soon as he finally had time to sit down. 

| nodded back sympathetically at the man who looked like 
he was drowning and gasping for air. My Kaldia army, who 
are involuntarily used to this kind of atmosphere, was still 
fine, but the knights and soldiers of Jugfena have never 
been around civilians before and were restless. It’s not a 
good idea to expose them to a mentally draining 
environment for too long when they haven’t even been on 
the frontlines yet. 

“I’m afraid that they will revolt if a chance opens up for 
them.” 

“... That’s awfully convincing...” 

“I’m ashamed to say that something close to that has 
happened to me before.” 

“I can’t believe that you, a newly pre-adult girl, has had 
such an experience, but unfortunately, it does seem true...” 

Wiegraf groaned with his head in his hands. 

From the window of the chief’s house, the largest building 
in the village, which was turned into a makeshift base of 
operations, | could clearly see the area where the 
commoners were crammed. 

Food had been collected from this village since it became 
a liaison base and sent to the frontline. It’s been eight 
months since then. The commoners, who were being 
watched by the soldiers as they went about their work, 
looked awfully haggard, but their eyes were filled with fear, 
panic and anger. 

“.. They’re just the same as Slaves.” 

| said subconsciously. Arxia Kingdom doesn’t accept 
Slaves. But what is the difference between slaves and these 


commoners who didn’t know if they would live or die, have 
no freedom, and have their food taken away from them with 
nothing in return? 

| don’t plan on sympathising with the people of Rindarl. | 
believe they were informed at the time we occupied this 
village that Arxia would accept them as refugees if they 
convert to the Xia religion. 

| just felt a twinge of emotion seeing them treated as 
Slaves when they were just going about their daily lives 
without any responsibility for the actions of their kingdom. 

“Arxia had been preparing to release the war prisoners to 
Planates if war is to break out with Densel. We can’t release 
them until the war is over now that war has been declared 
because of the conflict with Planates... When the war is 
over, we can have a new conversation with them about the 
treatment of the war prisoners.” 

Wiegraf answered my murmur with a hint of mockery. 
Then, he began to open a map on the desk after a short 
break. 

When the war is over, huh? Well, that’s true, all we can 
do is end this war as soon as possible. 

“It would be better if we ended this war sooner. 
Specifically, sometime last year.” 

“Well, it’s important that we don’t interfere with the 
outside kingdoms, in order for our kingdom to maintain a 
quiet and peaceful existence.” 

Even as he said this, Wiegraf laid out pieces onto the map 
without hiding his annoyance and piled up the reports of 
battle situations from the frontline, that had arrived by red 
pigeons, around the pieces. 

| took my eyes off the commoners and returned to the 
table. It was time for the strategy meeting. 

7 Now | know this is abrupt, but I’m going to have 
to keep you a little busy.” 

lronically, Wiegraf broke off a red flower from the vase on 
the desk and placed it on top of the map. 





The place where it was placed was not the 
remnant hills, which had already turned to a battlefield, but 
further east, in the capital of Eris, the home base of the 
Densel army. 

He said he had made up this plan because of Radka’s 
existence. 

Wiegrad even said, “In fact, it would have been better if 
Elize (Radka) is here,” to which | replied sarcastically, 
“That’s quite a fun idea.” | was a little repulsed by the idea 
of using me, a mere feudal lord of a fief, so much ina 
foreign war. 

Or rather, I’ve never talked to Wiegrad about Radka, nor 
have | even let them meet. 

How long has he been aware of him? No matter how 
much Radka looks like me, | don’t think people would notice 
that | made him look exactly like me. 

When | grew suspicious, Wiegraf smiled, and | could 
guess what he wanted to Say. 

“| heard Ergnard has seen her a few times at the 
mansion. | hear she’s a cute maid.” 

Wiegraf didn’t look like his younger brother, but he had a 
smile on his face that looked exactly like his little brother’s 
smile. 

“Well, isn’t it an interesting strategy? Yeah, I’m glad to 
see you enjoying yourself.” 

My smile is twitching. | didn’t know what other expression 
to make when | was told that the operation name would be 
‘Earl Kaldia’s Five Men’. 

“The fact that they had taken the trouble to order their 
scouts to confirm your whereabouts only proves that the 
enemy forces consider you quite dangerous. The enemy 
must be getting nervous about your whereabouts, as long 
as there’s no sign of you on the frontlines.” 

Well, that may indeed be true. I’m aware of the fact that 
I’ve gained a good amount of notoriety for my efforts in 
killing aS many people as | can in the past defensive battles. 





| don’t Know how much the Rindarl people know about the 
domestic affairs of Arxia, but from their perspective, it must 
be eerie that | haven’t shown up at all even in spring. 

In this world, it’s quite rare to have a legal system where 
all noble children in the kingdom gather to receive 
education. Since Arxia was isolated and had not made this 
known, it was likely that very few people knew that | had 
retreated back to the kingdom to study. 

The jokingly-named operation, which was explained to 
me, was simple: | and the knights who will be dressed as me 
will be riding on Rashiok and the draconis who are waiting at 
each of the bases and taking advantage of our mobility and 
stealth in the air, we will attack the capital, Eris, and the 
fleet of ships on Teve River to throw the enemy into chaos. 

The three draconis from Jugfena will continue their 
assault on Eris, and | along with Rashiok, will fly back to the 
fleet of ships at full soeed. As soon as we return from Eris, 
we will join the fight at Teve River. 

... |didn’t feel like | was being asked to work 
unreasonably hard. It was a reasonable assignment. I’m 
sure I’m the only one who can ride Rashiok to the fullest, 
even though the Jugfena draconis were used by a large 
number of soldiers. 
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“Rashiok, stop here.” 

| stroked the neck of the draconis, who obeyed my words 
but looked uncomfortable as he looked down at the circular 
city. 

Apparently, he didn’t like the large sack hanging from his 
back, which was prepared for this mission. Well, even I, as a 
human, could smell if from here. The stench must be 
unbearable for Rashiok since he had a really good nose. 
Therefore, | silently accepted the long, snake-like tail that 
poked by cheek and head from behind. Poking and prodding 


with their dexterous tails seemed to be a way for draconis to 
express and vent their frustration with their pack. 

From Amon Nohl, where the sun usually sets, | watched 
as the sky slowly lit up. Together with the Jugfena knights 
who flew with us and were already scattered in the sky 
above the targeted buildings, we used the sunrise as a 
signal to start our mission. 

In the short time it took the sun to appear between the 
white mountain ridges, we threw cigarette matches into the 
cloth bags filled with sawdust covered in oil. It burnt up 
easily if you tie the mouth of the bag and shake it a few 
times. 

Now, let’s have the Densel’s get acquainted with fire 
before they even see the sunrise today. 

The draconis descended all at once as the morning sun 
burnt my eyes. 

| cut off the bag of sawdust that was covered in oil and 
strapped to Rashiok’s belly at our target the castle of 
Eris’s feudal lord and threw burning flints at it. 

“Please, Rashiok.” 

As soon as | gave the signal, Rashiok flapped his wings 
with a loud flap. The flames that had grown by the wind 
grew even bigger and spread all over the castle. 

Most of Eris’s citizens, who were still asleep, weren’t 
aware of this quiet rising fire. 

| watched as the flames swelled to the point of no return, 
and after confirming that the area around the other targets 
had also suddenly brightened, | gave the next signal. 

“... Alright, let’s go to our next destination. I'll leave after 
I’ve grandly announced myself to Eris’s military personnel. 
It'll be really rushed though.” 

Behind Rashiok, who understood my signal and flew up in 
the sky again, the sound of wood in the castle exploded. 
The screams of the castle soldiers, who had noticed 
this, pierced through Eris’s dawn. 
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... That was the plan to attack Eris. The following is a 
recollection of the strategy meeting. 

“We'll begin our assault on Eris tomorrow at dawn. This 
operation is entirely based on your and my decisions, and 
judging from the enemy’s strategy, this will probably be our 
last battle. It’s on me.” 

Your and my, Wiegraf said, but the difference in our 
status is too great, so it’s mostly based on his decisions. I’m 
sure this was his own decision since there was no time to 
consult with the palace, nor did he have time to consult with 
the commanding general at the fourth base, Di Lo Fee. 

“Each draconis who is going to Eris will take a bag filled 
with enough oil for two or three adults and set fire to the 
Eris’s feudal lord’s castle and the facilities where the 
soldiers are housed. | want you to use the draconis to fan 
the flames as much as possible. 

... Hah, | see, that really is a grand action. As Wiegraf 
talked about the strategy in a calm and refreshing way, 
while smiling, | somehow understood why Ergnard is like 
how he is. And now | knew that the reason why I, who had 
followed his example in the battlefield, had become 
infamous; it was because of this former chief of staff. 

It was a Clear legal risk for me and the people of Jugfena 
to plan and carry out this operation entirely on our own, as 
it was necessary to seek permission from the Upper House 
of Lords to attack a hostile city. I’m sure I'll be accused of 
acting without consulting the proper authorities, but the fact 
that the royal army isn’t involved will save us from further 
trouble, and | could pretend that | had borrowed some of the 
Jugfena soldiers and acted alone. 

Even if | am blamed, I'll give the enemy army a huge 
blow to thoroughly discourage their will to fight, and this 
time, they’ll definitely be able to do nothing but shake their 
heads and agree to the peace treaty. Everyone involved in 


this war doesn’t want to be troubled or exhausted any more. 
It’s not like I’m not being considerate towards the Densel 
citizens. 

“You will set fire to Eris to make it known that you have 
come to Eris, then you'll leave immediately and travel to Di 
Lo Fee. After that, the other three who are dressed as Earl 
Kaldia will cause great confusion and terror in Eris. By the 
time you arrive on the battlefield at Teve River, you'll 
probably be able to hear the screams from Eris...” 

“Then, I'll cause more chaos?” 

“I’m sure they’ll be twice as horrified. | can’t wait. Now, 
it’s time to talk about the plan for attacking the fleets... I’m 
going to need you to work a lot while you still can, so that 
you won’t have much trouble after the war.” 

After the war? What does that mean? | raised my 
eyebrows and Wiegraf smiled at me. His smile pressured me 
so that | couldn’t say yes or no. 
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Of course, draconis also have wolf-like characteristics. To 
name one, they have so much stamina that it made you 
wonder if they can run forever and never get tired. 

... ‘You're the only one who can do that’, someone once 
said to me with a wry smile. | took a nap on Rashiok’s back 
as he kept running and flying while avoiding people as we 
returned to Fortress Di Lo Fee alone. 

I’ll be waiting inside Di Lo Fee until the next signal to start 
the operation. Wiegraf informed me not to let the enemy 
know of my presence, so | put a hood on and mingled with 
the Kaldia army soldiers, who had moved here while | was 
burning Eris, without a care in the world. 

After quietly receiving a report on the war situation, | 
headed to the dining hall to eat and was immediately 
surrounded by the senior soldiers. If | was called ‘Tsar’ like in 
the past, and had food shoved into my mouth like an 


apprentice soldier, because | needed to restore my energy 
spent fighting, then, not just the army, but even those who 
have joined the fief army in the past few years won't 
acknowledge me as Earl Kaldia. 

“Here, eat this too, Tsar.” 

“... No, I’ve had enough. I'll get sick before | go to the 
battlefield if | eat that much.” 

“What are you saying? Your stomach will be fine! You’re 
the person who eats the most inedible things!” 

“Your stomach can handle anything.” 

While exchanging trivial conversation, it occurred to me 
that in the past few years, with the increased number of 
soldiers, | have not been able to communicate with them in 
this way. 

| hadn’t noticed this because my conversations with 
Theomer and Gunter hadn’t changed at all, but even though 
most of them are in the cavalry, | rarely talk directly to them 
since they are still only foot soldiers... | suppose they were 
thinking of the newcomers, so they didn’t talk to me 
themselves. 























| felt nostalgic as if | was an apprentice soldier back in the 
barracks. And in the corner of my heart, | felt an aching 
feeling like it was being squeezed. 

This atmosphere inevitably reminded me of the time 
when Kamil was here. 

I’ll turn this pain into the very sawdust that had absorbed 
the oil. 

It was perfect since it was just before the battle. 

The dawn of Eris, which burnt differently than the colour 
of the morning sunrise, was apparently visible to the Rindarl 
soldiers who had surrounded Di Lo Yun. From the other side 
of Teve River, | received a report that the organised 
movement of the enemy army had gone completely weird 
since this morning. 

Well, of course they’d start acting weird. 

After all, the Rindarl army, who were on the other side of 
the siege, had mobilised a large number of slave soldiers. 
Their strategy was to build a wall with their dead bodies, fill 
the moat, and use the cliff as a ladder to advance. Their 
morale was at its lowest, and if the Rindarl soldiers, who 
were in control of them, became confused, then it would 
cause unrest to the entire army. 

It seemed that there were a large number of slave 
soldiers who had run away or defected to Arxia, and it was 
only a matter of time before their siege broke down. 

On the other hand, the army that had pinned down Teve 
River seemed to include nobles from Densel and Parmigran. 
Although their numbers were small, they were skilled in 
wielding bows and swords, so they were effectively 
defending against the Arxians who outnumber them. 

As for Rindarl, they had planned on taking control of Di Lo 
Yun while holding back the main force of the Arxian army by 
the river, and then they had planned on using Di Lo Yun asa 
base of attack to move their army who had been waiting in 
Eris. 


Wiegraf believed that they had divided their troops and 
were moving around the clock to suppress our movements 
and exhaust us. It must have been obvious to the enemy 
that Arxia’s morale was declining due to the prolonged 
maintenance of the frontline. 

From the perspective of crushing the enemy’s plans, the 
attack on Eris, where the second line of troops and supplies 
were stored, was the most effective plan. The next step was 
to take advantage of the enemy’s confusion and crush the 
fleets camped on Teve River. If we succeed, then we will 
deal a fatal blow to their strategy. 

... Ships take time and money to build. Not to mention 
training the men to sail them. Those men and ships come 
from Parmigran. 

Before the attack, | received an order from the 
commanding general who had sent a red pigeon from Di Lo 
Fee. 

It said, “The enemy forces in Teve River must be 
destroyed. All ships must be destroyed. Turn the Teve River 
into a red ditch.” 

“Vicious,” | whispered, and Aslan, who was nearby, 
looked up at me as if he wanted to say something. 

Not wanting to miss the opportunity to confuse the 
enemy soldiers, | quickly attacked the enemy soldiers who 
were holding the shore. 

| left my fief army once again and went to the riverbank 
with Rashiok. | will be participating in the battle as a guest 
to the Jugfena Knights led by Ergnard, who had set out from 
Di Loe Tros. 

The horn was blown and the knights who were standing in 
rank started running towards the enemy soldiers who were 
waiting on the shore. 

According to the reports from those who are already 
engaged in battle, when you approach the enemy forces, 
you will be attacked by short-barrelled arrows and bows, 
thart arrive from the three ships that were docked at the 


Shore. The knight ran in front of me and swung his sword 
down horizontally, confirming that short-barrelled arrows 
were fired from the ship just like | had heard it would be. 

“Rashiok, go! It’s your turn!” 

The Jugfena knights broke their formation and made a 
road for Rashiok and I. The moment Rashiok ran through the 
path and leaped into the front line, | could hear the enemy 
soldiers getting noisy. 

The two draconis flapped their wings and created a wind 
that deflected the arrows and bullets that struck almost 
simultaneously. A gust of wind blew in and seemed to have 
neutralised most of the arrows and bullets. 

“Ka-Kaldia! It’s the Red-Eyed Kaldia! It’s the monster who 
controls dragons and sips on human blood and flesh!” 

Draconis stood out too much in the mass of warhorses. 
They stand out even more when they’re running in the front 
row. 

In front of the Rindarl soldiers who were holding out their 
spears, Rashiok and |, who was in front of our troops, 
abruptly changed the direction in which we were running in. 
Flanking them single-handedly was an easy task with these 
Speedy draconis since there were only infantry and archers. 

“Eat them Rashiok! It’s time to hunt!” 

The draconis howled as if responding to my voice. | could 
clearly see the enemy soldiers scream and fall down as they 
couldn’t change their course and got entangled. 

Rashiok plunged into the enemy line as if he was 
squeezing his head between the spears. The halberd | was 
holding to the side struck something heavy and | twisted as 
hard as | could to keep my arms and shoulders that wouldn’t 
take the impact. 

Rashiok’s huge body, which can knock down a lot of 
people, bounced around, and each time he did, the people 
who got crushed by his body raised death cries. 

The Jugfena knights came charging into the chaos. The 
enemy soldiers were crushed by horses, flung around, or 


were pierced by the knights’ spears; corpses were piled up 
in a matter of seconds. 

“AAAH!” 

Of course, there were soldiers who calmly dropped their 
spears and came at me with their swords, but the reach of a 
halberd and a sword was too different. If | swing my halberd 
down at the same time Rashiok rushed forward, then the 
blade would gain power that was impossible for a person to 
produce and will easily cave in the skull of the soldiers who 
have their helmets on. Blood gushed out of them like grapes 
filled with juice, and the surrounding soldiers fell deeper into 
despair. 

The draconis and | continued to push our way diagonally 
through the enemy troops. 

My role on this battlefield ends here. | pulled back to Di 
Loe Das while watching as the Jugfena knights trampled on 
the enemy troops and the vast Royal Army infantry followed 
behind them and killed every last enemy soldier. 

Night fell onto the riverbank where the two factions had 
retreated. Tonight, the moon was conveniently hidden by 
the clouds and the area had already gone dark. 

| opened and closed my right hand lightly as | watched 
the lightly armoured Kaldia army pass around Di Loe Tros 
and Di Loe Das, and moved down the river from upstream 
on Rashiok’s back. 

It seemed that swinging my halberd using Rashiok’s rush 
as momentum during the daytime was a little more than my 
body could handle. When | returned to Di Loe Das and the 
excitement of the battle had cooled down, | noticed a slight 
twitching pain around my wrist. | had stupidly strained a 
muscle. 

However, it wasn’t so bad that | couldn’t move my hand 
and I’m now going back to the battlefield. Well, unlike in the 
daytime, my role this time was unreplaceable, so | had to 
go. After all, | command my fief army. 


... All the soldiers in Kaldia army had been mobilised to 
build the new feudal lord’s mansion and newcomer’s village 
and were engaged in all kinds of construction work for 
several years. 

Taking into account the war with Rindarl, the Kaldia army 
is now swelling with a number of unsuitable people due to 
the size of the fief. However, my Kaldia fief is as poor as 
ever, so there was no way | could leave people idle. We had 
to get rid of our tradition of securing our own food at night, 
and barely prevented ourselves from incurring huge deficits, 
by putting all our energy into cultivating the land and 
engaging in agriculture. 

And well, because of these circumstances, a good 
percentage of the Kaldia army is more skilled at swinging a 
hoe and hatchet than wielding a sword or spear, and all of 
them have experience working in rivers. They often dove 
into the lakes and fished when they were short on food. 

Wiegraf appreciated their familiarity with working in a 
group underwater. The number of people was also probably 
just right for this covert operation. 

... SO, our Kaldia army, who had switched from swords 
and spears to hatchets and saws, went downriver to make a 
Surprise attack on the ships. The fief army stopped a little 
ahead of the fleet of ships, and six guys, who were good 
swimmers, quietly approached the five small ships. 

The large ship belongs to Parmigran. They towed small 
boats that held the infantry who were deployed on the 
riverbank, and now it functioned as a supply route, carrying 
supplies such as rations, arrows, and bullets for the short- 
barrelled arrows. 

It seemed that Rindarl, or rather Densel Dukedom, had 
their backs against the wall. As if to prove this, the ships 
weren’t going down the river even though the situation is 
starting to turn unfavourable for them. They must be ina 
situation where they had no choice but to wait for the Eris 
troops to recover and move to battle. Inside the ships, the 


nobles leading the army must be frantically preparing for 
tomorrow morning. 

Below them, the soldiers had reached the bow of the 
large ship. Each of them swung their hatchets several times 
as a Signal. | responded with my sword and waited for the 
Signal from Di Loe Das. 

“... It'S nearly time. Aslan, are we ready?” 

| spoke to Aslan, who was sitting behind me, and he 
replied concisely, “Yes.” 

| gradually started to hear the rustling of the wind. Arxia’s 
infantry unit began to charge towards the fleet all at once. 

Their countless torches swayed and spread in the 
darkness of the night, and the fire that announced the fight 
illuminated the blood-filled ground once again. 

It seemed that Rindarl finally realised that the Arxian 
army was attacking, and the silence that existed on the ship 
up until then turned noisy. 

The sounds of people hurriedly preparing for battle and 
jumping out of the ship overlapped with each other, 
and in the midst of that, the Kaldia soldiers who were 
clinging to the hull of the ship began to swing their hatchets 
at the ship. 

They were small one-handed hatchets. Of course, there 
was no way they could destroy the ship with their hatchets. 
It would take too much time to break a single plank in their 
unstable positions in the water. 

But the hatchets were enough to make a dent or hole 
where something could be placed or trapped. 

After confirming that the six people had finished their 
tasks and returned to their ranks, | dropped the cylinder that 
Aslan had handed to me into the hole. 

Twenty. Fifteen. Ten. 

... Has everything been put in? Then, let’s leave. 

Five, four, three, two, one... 

The first cylinder that was thrown into the hole exploded. 
At the same time, the bows of the six ships blew up ina 





spectacular explosion. 

“Go, my army! This is a direct order from Arxia’s 
commanding general. Annihilate the enemies on Teve River! 
Destroy all the ships! Turn the Teve River into a red ditch!” 

It was a scene that should be described as nothing more 
than being trampled over. 

Screams, shouts and the sounds of things crushing. Even 
though it was a battlefield, sobbing and cries for help 
occasionally pierced the skies. 

Arxian troops crushed the encamped Rindarl soldiers, 
both armed and unarmed alike, and the people who were 
leading them were, of course, the Jugfena knights. 

Like in the daytime, the Royal Army troops followed after 
them and trampled everything else down. It was as if they 
were cultivating a field or something. 

However, the situation here wasn’t much different from 
the riverbank. Wiegraf, who still held a grudge from the 
incident from seven years ago, prepared bombs from 
gunpowder, that the enemy had prepared to blow up our 
soldiers with, and instead used it to blow up the enemy. | 
boarded the large ship which had a large hole blown to the 
bottom of it and proceeded to rampage, destroying 
everything. Enemies who were too late or had been too 
stupid to run were thrown into the river, killed or captured. 
Once the ship had reached the point of no return, | escaped 
and moved onto the next ship. 

Once all six ships had been destroyed, | got out of the 
river and went upstream. 

“Alright, pour it.” 

“Yes!” 

Wiegraf’s grand gesture was still going on as the contents 
of the barrels he had prepared were poured into the river. 
The liquid, which was lighter than water, formed a film on 
top of the water as it was poured. | don’t think | need to tell 
you what it is, but it’s oil. 


To make matters worse, the barrels containing the oil 
were quickly dismantled and thrown into the river, 
completing the preparations. 

“Are we done? Then, get back. Get the arrows ready 
fire!” 

The soldiers shot their fire arrows at the barrel fragments. 
It was difficult for the Kaldia army to hit the drifting targets, 
since they didn’t have daily archery training, but those who 
were good at archery still managed to hit their target to a 
certain extent. 

The fire from the arrows spread to the oil-Ssoaked barrel 
fragments, which in turn ignited the oil on the surface of the 
water. Once that happened, the rest was quick. | watched 
the unusual sight of fire spread as if it was licking the water 
and the soldiers who were whispering to each other, 
“Wow~,” “Amazing,” even though we were still in the 
middle of a battle. 

The ships, which had been reduced to rubble, burst into 
flames and the surviving Rindarl soldiers, who had lost the 
means to escape, began to throw away their weapons one 
after the other and raise the white flag. They had 
completely lost the will to fight. Even those reluctant Rindarl 
soldiers didn’t seem like they wanted to fight with their 
backs against the wall in this devastating situation. 

Before long, Arxia’s victory cry of “God is with us!” was 
heard. 

The soldiers shouted with joy. 

“We've won! This is the end of this stupid war! Our lord 
picks up the ‘victories’ in the end!” 

Asyl, who was standing right next to me, also shouted in 
joy as if he wasn’t tired from marching and fighting all day 
and night. 

... | don’t think | had much to do with the victory of this 
battle, nor the victory of this war. | didn’t say that now, 
since it would be too tactless of me to say it while everyone 
was basking in joy from winning. 





Wiegraf had made all the plans for this battle and he also 
prepared everything we needed. I’m sure his plans are 
flawless. | only gave orders, and it was the soldiers who did 
the hard work. 

As for the war itself, | did make quite a name for myself, 
but | don’t think that had any effect on the outcome. At the 
most, | did increase my pieces and gained a range of 
tactics. 

Even if | hadn’t been here, the fear and pressure on the 
enemy soldiers would remain the same since Ergnard, the 
Jugfena knights, and Marquis Lorenzorell’s knights, who are 
even more feared than me, had all participated in the 
battles. 

... Well, personally, | feel a little better. 

I’m aware that | went too far in some areas. | will never 
forget until the day | die that | did a lot of things that | 
thought were inhumane. However, when | think about my 
first battle, which | was forced to pretend didn’t happen, | 
felt exhilarated when | broke the Densel soldier’s will to 
fight. | knew | was taking it out on them. 

“Shall we go back to Di Loe Das, Milord?” 

Calvin, who had led the troops who were standing by the 
riverbank and were guarding the oil barrels, softly called out 
to me. 

“Ah, yeah,” | nodded, then patted Rashiok’s neck. | got off 
his back to walk home with the soldiers for a change. 

Or that was what | was going to do. 

But all of a sudden, the snake-like tail pulled my leaning 
body back, and the next thing | knew, my vision was 
Shaking violently. Rashiok jumped back. 

‘. ack,” 

The draconis’s actions were so sudden that | didn’t know 
what had happened for a moment. 

| saw a large object fly in a straight line from the sky to 
the place where Rashiok and | had been before. 








Ah, so he avoided that my mind, which had been 

dulled by the shaking impact, registered at first. 
Aaaasyl! Calvinn!” 

Then | realised that the two, who had been by my side, 
were lying flat at that thing’s feet. 

Taaarrrruuuu, it chirped gracefully and loudly. 

There it was; the mysteriously beautiful golden bird 
that was controlled by the girl who attacked Kaldia six 
years ago in winter. 

Rashiok let out a menacing roar. The wind began to blow 
paintully, and the giant bird avoided it nonchalantly. 

— Kaldia army, evacuate! If there are any injured 
people nearby, then lend them a hand! But don’t approach 
the large bird to help them!” 

| shouted from the pit of my stomach to pull back my 
panic-induced thoughts. The soldiers, who were just as 
stunned as | was, by the giant bird who had flown in from 
the air, came back to their senses and immediately followed 
my orders to get away from the giant bird. 

Even though | had told the soldiers to stay away from the 
giant bird, every last soldier who had fainted at its feet were 
being dragged away. Well, the ones doing the rescuing were 
the soldiers who were lucky enough not to be knocked 
unconscious by the giant bird, so they certainly weren't 
approaching it. 

“The wounded should retreat first! Archers get into 
position! ...Rashiok. Protect everyone!” 

Isolating ourselves for the sake of the operation had 
backfired. There was no way for the current Kaldia army, 
who are equipped with only bows and no other means of 
attack nearby, to deal with such a big bird. 

The soldiers guessed my intentions and quickly ran into 
the shade of the trees. The giant bird only tilted its head 
and watched them go... | wondered if it was because the 
bird’s body wasn’t suitable for chasing small, fast-moving 





things while it was on the ground. Or was it simply because 
it wasn’t specifically targeting the soldiers? 

But when Rashiok stepped forward to take the place of 
the retreating soldiers and spread one of his wings widely, 
the giant bird couldn’t ignore his intimidation and cried out 
menacingly in a high-pitched tone. 

It was like a battle of great monsters. 

Do you have time to think about this kind of thing? | 
thought, but | couldn’t get rid of the feeling that | felt out of 
place mounted on Rashiok. 

But that feeling soon vanished. 

As soon as the giant bird looked up at the skies and let 
out a high-pitched scream, where should | say it came 
from? A bolt of lighting came down from the clear night sky 
which had no dark clouds in it and struck the nearby tree. 

“Wah?!” 

A thunderous roar. My ears went numb. The sound faded 
and my head tilted. My whole field of vision went white. 

It was a moment where | couldn’t move. 

Someone yanked my arm vigorously and dragged me 
down from on top of Rashiok. 

“Uoaah - 

A moan escaped from my lips as | was knocked to the 
ground helplessly, but something quickly blocked my mouth 
and drowned out the sound. 

What is it? What happened? 

My blurred vision gradually returned. | tried to get rid of 
the hand that was covering my mouth, but they said, “Don’t 
move, Eliza Kaldia.” 
| thought | was going to stop breathing. 

The voice had changed and was much lower than | 
remembered... but that voice certainly belonged to... 

| opened my eyes and slowly saw his contour. 

The fire at the bottom of the cliff illuminated his features 
and the wind blew up his brown hair which had peeked out 
from the edge of his hood. 














Cold, inhuman eyes peeked down at me. The eyes which 
were watching me were the same colour as the stones on 
the chain on my left arm. 

A bad burn covered most of his face. Combined with the 
cuts that were running horizontally across, his face looked 
nothing like the gentle face that | remembered. 

But he is certainly but he is certainly Kamil. 

My lips shivered. | tried to call his name, “Kamil,” but my 
voice wouldn’t come out. 

As if sensing my movements, Kamil slowly removed his 
hand from my mouth. As if taking its place, his other hand 
which gripped his dagger in an underhanded grip, crawled 
over my neck. | felt a slight pressure on my throat from the 
handle’s ornament and my face contorted. 

“\.. IS it painful? But you can talk, right?” 

“a... Wh... y?” 

“There’s something | want to ask. Reply briefly 
I'll kill you quickly and painlessly.” 

| felt as if my vision had gone completely black. 

His words didn’t even have any murderous intent behind 
it. His declaration sounded emotionless. 

My throat hurt as if the hand was digging into it. It was 
hard to breathe, and the area around my eyes was hot. 

No. It’s because... I’m crying? 

As soon as | realised that tears started falling from the 
corner of my eyes onto the side of my head. 

“Uoh...!” 





and 











As soon as this happened, the hand around my neck was 
pulled away. What? ... Is he upset? | looked up at him in 
Surprise and saw that he was looking at me with a strange 
expression on his face. It was as if he didn’t know why he 
had done that. 

“Ka... Mi-...” 

| still tried to call his name even though | cough from 
suddenly inhaling air, but the dagger that was held high in 
the air as if it was going to strike me made my throat 
tighten. 

A sound of something slashing resounded through the air. 
He hadn’t slashed me. The skin above my ears which had 
been pulled up lost its sensation. It seemed like he had cut 
my tied up hair. 

My whole body tensed at the thought of the blade being 
pointed at me even though it wasn’t directly pointed at me. 
Cold sweat seemed to ooze out from my forehead. Of 
course, my tears dried straight away. 

Kamil himself, the man who had frightened me in such a 
way, looked at me with his eyes widened, and his lips were 
trembling just like mine had been a while ago. I’ve seen 
people look like this before. It was a look of panic 
confusion and disbelief at what they had done. It was the 
face of someone who had acted on impulse and made a 
mistake. 

“Ah...” 

A gust of wind blew from the sky and my hair flew up. It’s 
Rashiok. His bark intimidated Kamil, but he also certainly 
had confusion in his eyes. 

The huge bird chirped as if to erase the wind. Another 
thunderous roar sounded twice. Rashiok’s intimidation 
the gust of wind turned from Kamil to the giant bird. 
Even Rashiok couldn’t get to me while dealing with that 
giant bird. 

But in that instant, Kamil had lost his posture. Now 
| thought as | reached for the sword on my waist. 











But Kamil was faster than me. He grabbed my wrist and 
pressed the dagger blade at my neck. 

“| told you not to move!” 

He screamed in anger, and | could also feel sorrow in his 
voice. 

“You're the only one who knows! I’m, I’m...! What is it?!” 
Hah? What did he just say...? 


” 





“Kami 

“Get away from her!” 

| reached out at Kamil, forgetting that | had a blade at my 
throat. 

Someone on a draconis rushed at Kamil from above with 
a sword, and when Kamil noticed this, he pulled his dagger 
away from my neck and stopped the sword. The metal 
collided with each other, and Kamil’s body swayed when the 
metal rubbed against each other. 

“That’s enough get off her!” 

At that moment. Kamil’s side was kicked. Kamil lost his 
posture and rolled off me. 

“Gah = 

Kamil looked at me reluctantly for a moment. But he 
pulled up the hem of his hood like that time when he pulled 
me down and ran up to the giant bird. 

“aa wait!” 

“Kamil,” my voice which had called out to him was 
drowned out by the giant bird flapping its wings again. 

“Are you alright, Earl Kaldia?” 

Before | could watch him go away in dismay, someone 
had come to help me up by pulling my arm. 

I’ve seen his face before. Somewhere... Where did | see 
it? 

“Ah, you're hurt so badly... Ergnard-sama will be sad. How 
can his foster daughter get this tattered?” 

“Ah... What?” 

| realised when he said that. Like this man had said, | was 
in tatters. My whole body, especially my right wrist, started 

















to ache, and my left ear could barely hear any sounds. 

“Hmm... Who are you?” 

But | was more concerned about the man in front of me. 
I’m sure he’s an ally, since he rode on a draconis and 
Rashiok’s sibling at that. 

... Hmm, wait, a draconis...? A memory from some time 
ago was stuck on my mind. Someone who rode on a 
draconis and came to my rescue... 

“Did you also come to save me... seven years ago?” 

The man’s stony expression faltered slightly, and he 
bowed. 

“I’m sorry | haven’t introduced myself to you yet. My 
name is Oscar Thelesia. I’m the grandnephew of Siegmund 
Thelesia, your guardian.” 

| widened my eyes in surprise. Earl Thelesia’s blood 
relative?! | felt déja vu, and now that he had mentioned it, 
he made an expression that looked exactly like Earl 
Thelesia’s, which convinced me that he is related to him. 





Chapter 4 


Translator: Blushy 
Editor: SenjiQ 

“Kaldia-!” 

In front of the feudal lord’s mansion in Kaldia. 

As | pulled up from the border with the royal army, a 
voice called out to me from the mansion. When | looked up, 
| saw Eric waving at me from the third floor window. 

He had only left a few days ago, but | felt as if | hadn’t 
seen him in months. | should wave back, but then | 
remembered that | was wrapped in bandages, so | discreetly 
raised one hand. 

Instead, Rashiok, who was standing beside me, and the 
white she-draconis quickly sat down and howled. | chuckled 
at how frightened the horses and Eric were, and calmed 
down the horses. 

“I’m back, Baron Dorvadine. I’m sorry to have left you 
alone.” 

“You're right! You left me here and stayed on the 
battlefield, and then came back all messed up! Are you an 
idiot?!” 

He shouted, and all | could do was quietly listen to his 
screams. 

As soon as | entered the mansion, Eric was the first to 
greet me, and he circled around me to check my bandaged 
head and braced arms while screaming. 

It was difficult to take any attitude in this winning mood 
since he was obviously worried about me. 

“Woah?! K-ka-kaldia! You... your hair...!” 

Eric finally noticed my shoulder-length, dishevelled hair, 
which had been successfully hidden by my hood. 


He shivered in fear as he pointed at my collar, and | could 
only shrug. 

Nobles, both men and women, grow their hair to a certain 
extent. Only some pre-adult men have short hair, but short 
hair tends to be avoided, since it was a sign that one was a 
poor commoner who couldn’t maintain the beauty of their 
hair. 

It’s different for royal boys and men who have entered 
the monastery, but my short hair will surely be looked at 
strangely when | return to the capital. 

However, when my hair is this short, the image of Father, 
who | used to see every morning, and the image of Eliza in 
game become a little more distant. In that respect, | could 
almost like myself a little better now. 

“So?” Radka, who was changing the bandage on my arm, 
tilted his head. 

Even though getting injured was normal during war, 
Radka, who had been left behind to house sit, gets grumpy 
every time | come back injured like this. This time, he was 
even more upset because of the [JEarl Kaldia’s Five Men 
Plan{]. 

“... | broke the cartilage in my wrist. The rest of my body 
is bruised and grazed. And the eardrum in my left ear was 
torn. For some reason, your face was the only part that 
remained unscathed, so | survived without any unnecessary 
injuries.” 

When | declared this honestly, Radka let out a deep sigh. 
“... Hmph. That’s too bad. If you did get a scar on your 
face, then you won’t wear that thin, fluttering thing again.” 

“Didn’t you enjoy being called cute by the maids?” 

“T wasn't-!” 

“| heard that whenever you act on my behalf the maids 
say, ‘Eliza-sama’s mood is nicer than normal.’” 

“Shut up! Don’t talk about things that bother me!” 

Radka shoved me. | chuckled and he shook his head. 

| laughed a little at that. 


“... | think it’s because | always leave you in charge of the 
house. | feel like I’m back home when | talk to you like this.” 

| finally felt as if the heavy pool that was deep in my 
heart was flowing away. 

| finally realised that | had come back alive, probably 
because | have the habit of standing in the frontline without 
being prepared to die. 

. Kamil was there.” 

Maybe that’s why. The words came out of my mouth as if 
they were slipping out and sounded clearly. 

“He’s alive. The person with all the burn scars was 
Kamil.” 

- | see. That’s why you look so horrible. Did you try 
to kill each other or something?” 

Radka’s fingers gently traced my dark circles. | knew | 
would have them. | haven’t been able to sleep well after 
Kamil almost killed me. 

“I can’t sleep. | feel like Kamil will come to kill me if | do.” 
For the past five days after the battle, I’d been kept at 
Jugfena Fortress’s medical clinic where the doctors gave me 

sedatives and sleeping pills every night. 

| was allowed to rest away from the soldiers of the fief, so 
| had no reminders of Kamil around me, and | think I’ve 
rested enough to keep me from fainting, even though | have 
severe insomnia. Surprisingly, even the wounded soldiers 
who had caused a big fuss when | had entered the medical 
clinic before had left me alone. Apparently, Eric, who had 
gone to the clinic every day, had politely convinced them 
during their conversations that | was just a human being, a 
13 year old child. 

“... Eliza. I'll go with you to the capital. | can’t leave you 
alone in this state. I’ll do whatever | can to help you when 
you're feeling tired.” 

Radka clearly declared as he finished wrapping the 
bandage around my arm. 








“Okay... | pondered over whether | should take you to the 
Academy with me or not at first, but now... it would be a 
great help if you came with me.” 


00000) 


The war that had been going on for two years with the 
emerging power, Rindarl Union Dukedom... and the real 
enemy, Densel Dukedom, had ended with the total 
surrender of the enemy due to the defeat of the Rindarl 
army at Teve River, the collapse of the front line due to the 
defection of the slave soldiers during the siege at Di Lo Yun, 
and the loss of the supplies due to fire at Eris. 

The peace negotiations are still in progress, but the army 
of Margrave Junas, who were mostly on standby, served as 
guards for the peace ambassador who entered the capital of 
Densel, and an unamusing rumour circulated around the 
capital that Rindarl had finally understood the strength of 
Arxia, since we still had men to spare. 

| waited for my injuries to recover and returned to the 
Capital after the royal army’s triumphant return, and spent 
my days at the Academy, which wasn’t much different from 
the days before | left for Jugfena Fortress. 

The other students kept me at a distance, partly because 
of the bad things they heard about me from their parents, 
and partly because | had disappeared early in the new term. 
Now that I’ve stood on the battlefield again, my more 
gruesome and vicious deeds are being whispered amongst 
them, and they might distance themselves from me more. 

The only things that have changed are trivial my 
head has become lighter and... 

“Kaldia! Alfred and Grace return to the Academy today. 
It’s been a while since we’ve seen them, since their official 
duties coincided with ours. Shouldn’t we at least say hi to 
them?” 





“... His Highness and the others must be tired from 
performing their official duties. | would feel bad for 
bothering them.” 

“I’m sure Alfred and the others would appreciate it if you 
went to see them since the room will clear out if you’re 
there. See!” 

Eric pulled my arm and dragged me into the crowd. 

He has been like this ever since we returned to the 
Academy. He apparently felt closer to me than | had 
expected him to... if | had to put it into words, then | would 
say that he’s emotionally attached to me now. | wonder 
what happened to the Eric who told me not to get friendly 
and misunderstand, and to understand my place as a low 
upstarting Earl. 

| wanted to distance myself from the Crown Prince, and | 
thought | left a bad enough impression for me to keep my 
distance, but why did this happen? | remember confronting 
him once at the fortress, but that’s all. That’s all | did. Isn’t 
he too naive? 

According to what | had heard, the slave soldiers at Di Lo 
Yun betrayed their side because of the speech he had 
delivered to the royal army. Eric, who understood the 
emotional trauma of the soldiers through his visits to the 
clinic, gave the royal soldiers permission to attack the slave 
soldiers, but he also praised and roused their pride as Arxian 
knights. This was transmitted to the frontline, and the 
knights holed up in Di Lo Yun avoided fighting with the slave 
soldiers as much as possible, or actively protected them, 
which led to the mass rebellion of the slave soldiers. 

As a result, the soldiers left behind in Di Lo Yun returned 
almost unharmed. As a result of his achievements, Eric was 
temporarily removed as the Crown Prince’s close aide, but 
he was able to engage in official duties, such as consoling 
the kingdom’s leading knights and providing assurances to 
injured veterans which brought him closer to the centre of 
national politics. 


| could only smile twitchingly at Eric as he laughed and 
said it was thanks to me. | hadn’t meant to do that, and | 
hadn’t expected that to happen to him. 

How did it turn out like this? Really, how? 

But | couldn’t bring myself to reject him cruelly and push 
him away. Well, it’s too early to say that I’ve been moved by 
his kindness, but | was able to rest in peace at 
Jugfena clinic after the battle because of him. | won’t treat 
him cruelly because | owe him for that. 

“Alfred! Grace! Ah, Sieghart, you’re here too?” 

As | was being dragged along, Eric’s voice broke the wall 
of people, and from the other side, | could see the Crown 
Prince and Grace staring at Eric and | in surprise. The 
Commanding General’s grandson, who seemed to have 
already come forward to greet us, gave us a warm look. 

The Crown Prince quickly composed himself and smiled at 
me. “Welcome back,” he said. | couldn’t escape now, so | 
had no choice but to bow to the Crown Prince and greet him. 

“Your Royal Highness, the Crown Prince, and Viscount 
Dorvadine. | haven’t seen both of you in a while, but I’m 
glad you both look well.” 

“You too, Kaldia. | heard you played a very active role in 
the battle against Rindarl. | heard you took control of Eric 
and destroyed the fleets of ships in the battle at Teve.” 

“This was all thanks to Earl Einsbark’s plan.” 

“l also heard you refuse to accept your reward. That’s 
typical of you.” 

“... Having more land and titles is too much for me. | was 
too afraid to accept them.” 

Even an Earl title is too much for me, so | definitely don’t 
need more. We don’t have money or manpower to spare for 
developing land in Kaldia, and there are no fiefs around who 
will buy the land, so | definitely don’t need it. The only thing 
| need is money, and manpower. It would also be nice to 
have food and metals for construction. 

“You seem to be getting along well with Eric. I’m glad.” 





“| apologise for any unnecessary distress | have caused 
Your Highness.” 

“Don’t worry about it. It’s just that | feel happier when my 
friends get along. But is it alright?” 

The Crown Prince tilted his head. Is it alright, he was 
probably asking about how | thought about the political 
balance. | can’t help but wonder if he cares about this a 
little since he was asking about it. 

. In the course of our activities, | believe that it was 
God’s guidance that allowed a person like me to become 
close to Eric-dono. However, God’s grace is already too 
much for me. | think | will have to nail myself to a wall and 
hang myself if | get arrogant about this.” 

The Crown Prince and Grace’s expressions tensed slightly 
when | told them in a roundabout way that even though | 
have gotten close to Eric, | do not intend to continue any 
unnecessary relationships that are beyond my position. 

“... | see. You’re still as modest as ever. Then | will pray 
for guidance from Misorua so that | may have the 
opportunity to get to know you.” 


0000000 


“Then, I’m counting on you Earl Kaldia. May the guidance 
of Misorua be with you.” 

A high-ranking priest of the Church of Ar Xia bowed at me 
while saying something I’ve heard before. Behind the priest, 
Nordsterm’s lackey, Viscount Agren, smiled at me 
disgustingly without even trying to hide his intentions. 

“... | will definitely take care of it.” 

| managed to stop my cheeks from twitching and an 
extremely flat and cold voice came out of my mouth. If | 
were to look in the mirror now, I’m sure there would be 
veins sticking out on my forehead. 

| was forced to do something troublesome, and it was 
Viscount Agren who forced it on me. Marquis Nordsterm was 





probably pulling the strings behind the scenes. 

It was after the first special meeting at the House 
of Lords, after the war had ended and the peace 
negotiations had finally concluded. | attended a medium- 
sized ball that was held to recognise our services even 
though | wasn’t feeling well because of Marquis Nordsterm’s 
disgusting smile. 

Quite a few people attended the ball as it was the end of 
Spring, and an early season evening ball, and | already had 
a bad feeling the moment | saw Viscount Agren coming 
towards me with a high-ranking priest. | should have said 
that | wasn’t feeling well and fled as quickly as | could, while 
pretending that | hadn’t seen them. 

“The high-ranking priest ordered you to resolve the 
discord between Viscount Agren’s son and his fiancée. 
That’s quite an unreasonable task to push onto you.” 

Lord Maudon, who had heard the situation from Claudia, 
gently patted my shoulder as if to comfort me while | sunk 
into regret. 

“There’s nothing | can do about this. I’m sure they'll send 
a letter asking this of me even if | manage to avoid them 
today. But still, they came up with something really 
troublesome. They’re quite despicable, those guys.” 

Lord Moudon purposely made himself vague. He was 
talking about the Nordsterm faction of course. 

“... You're right. I’ve just turned 13, it’s not my place to 
ask a 16 year old woman to completely change her mind.” 

He even took the trouble to bring a high-ranking priest so 
| couldn’t refuse. The Church protects the law and, if they 
have their backing, then there’s no way for a local Earl like 
myself to refuse when I’m asked to make sure the marriage 
proceeds smoothly in order to maintain order. 

It was really a very troublesome thing to be forced upon 
me at a very troublesome time. 

“His fiancée is a daughter of the Roguesia House? If it’s 
the Roguesia House, then they’re nobles from the Ryunfeld 





region.” 

Claudia, who had been watching the entire exchange as 
my maid, looked at me reluctantly. 

The wills and opinions of women are mostly ignored in 
Ryunfeld. | don’t Know what’s the point of asking her to 
change her mind during this busy time of the year when 
she’s not respected. If she’s a woman from that region, then 
she would have been taught to absolutely obey her father’s 
and grandfather’s orders, regardless of her will. 

“... In any case, I'll need to get acquainted with the young 
lady for the time being. | wish | had some way to get in 
contact with her.” 

“Il think she’s studying at the Academy...” 

“It would take too much time to meet her by chance. I'll 
have to do something during this victory holiday...” 

The Academy will be on holiday for 10 days, starting the 
previous day. 

Even though most nobles hadn’t been involved in the 
war, there were still a large number of students at the 
Academy who are children of knights, who have been 
demoted to commoners, but whose families, or parents still 
hold a noble status. 

The knights who had been on the frontline were now back 
in the royal capital for their triumphant return, or at the 
eastern border where they could quickly rush back, so the 
Academy decided that they will have a holiday for those 
students. 

“Well, | suppose it won’t be much of a hassle to talk to 
each other in the Academy if you can make contact with 
her.” 

| nodded at Claudia’s words and sighed. My head, which 
was aching from lack of sleep, felt even heavier. 





The next day, | visited Earl Thelesia’s residence to greet 
him upon my return and to discuss the difficult task that | 
had been given last night. 


“You seem fine.” 

“Yes, well...” 

| was still covered in bandages everywhere, but it wasn’t 
enough to bother Earl Thelesia, since he had seen me 
injured worse before. Or perhaps, to him, just being alive 
means that I’ve made it back safely. 

“| didn’t make it back unscathed, but | did make it back 
safely, because of what you taught me.” 

The Earl snorted. It was the Earl who threw me into the 
fief army in anticipation of the future, so this isn’t wrong. 

“... By the way...” 

When | finished greeting him, | looked from behind him. 

Oscar was standing there. It was Oscar Thelesia, who had 
rushed to my aid twice. When our eyes met, he bowed 
Slightly without smiling... He really looked like the Earl when 
| compare them like this. 

“My sister’s grandson. You already know his name.” 

Earl Thelesia’s words were extremely straightforward. 

“Yes, | do. But, hmm... Isn’t he a Jugfena knight? Why is 
he in the royal capital?” 

Now that the triumphant return has settled down, the 
knights who had accompanied Ergnard should have 
returned to Jugfena Fortress. 

“He’s my successor. I’m introducing you to him for re- 
employment.” 

“Excuse me?” 

What are you saying? 

“I'd like to recommend Oscar to your Knight Order.” 

“... Can you please repeat that?” 

| looked at Oscar again. Oscar didn’t smile when our eyes 
made contact. 


At any rate, | interviewed Oscar. 

| took him to the spacious parlour in my dormitory. 

When | looked at him again, his stern countenance 
reminded me of Earl Thelesia, and my nervousness about 


meeting someone for the first time almost dissipated. 

“Thank you for coming, Oscar-dono. This is the first time 
we’ve greeted each other. Once again, | am Eliza Kaldia. 
Thank you for coming all the way from Jugfena.” 

“No, it’s an honour to be here, Earl Kaldia.” 

The serious Oscar didn’t betray his appearance, and the 
first words he said to me were very formal. | could feel 
tension behind his words, and it made me feel closer to him. 

“You don’t have to be so formal. I’m just a child, as you 
can see.” 

| joked and opened both my hands. Oscar’s eyes widened 
Slightly in surprise, and he smiled slightly as if he was 
looking at something amusing. He probably relaxed a little. 

“Have a seat.” 

| offered him a seat and he sat down, looking more 
relaxed than he had when he had first entered the room. | 
was relieved to see that he had understood my intentions 
well. | don’t mind being formal to those people who | will 
occasionally meet in high society, but it’s annoying to be 
formal to someone who | will meet frequently in the fief. 

“I’m sorry to get straight to business but let me give you 
a detailed explanation about our Knight Order. Our Knight 
Order was established under Earl Thelesia’s name, and it 
was established to protect and supervise the newcomers 
who we have accepted into Kaldia.” 

“It was established under Granduncle’s name?” 

“| didn’t have the title of Earl at that time. The Knight 
Order has now been changed and is under my name... Ah, 
you need at least a Junior Earl title or higher to establish a 
private Knight Order.” 

| remembered that it wasn’t general Knowledge to apply 
for a private Knight Order, so | added this explanation. 

The distinction between these two have become blurred 
since I’ve received education that is required of a noble and 
feudal lord. Now that I’ve started showing up in social 


circles, it’s common courtesy to adjust myself to who I’m 
talking to... | need to be more careful from now on. 

“However, my fief is short on men. There are a lot of 
cases where the knights are, for all intents and purposes, 
contracted to work like lords or vassals. It’s quite different 
from Jugfena, so are you alright with this?” 

“... Have you already decided on a plan?” 

“Of course. First of all, | must say that all the newcomers, 
for all intents and purposes, are well supervised under the 
old system.” 

“Isn't that... against the ideology of equality among the 
commoners?” 

The ideology of quality among commoners is based on a 
passage in the Sacred Code which states that no commoner 
is allowed to rule over other commoners. It is interpreted 
that the masses are always ruled by nobles. It is believed 
that giving different statuses to commoners could 
eventually threaten the status law of the nation. 

Of course, he would be confused, so | answered him while 
shaking my head. 

“The ruling class of the old regime has a vassal contract 
with me. They are merely conveying my will to the other 
newcomers under my orders.” 

However, if the ideology of quality among commoners is 
probed too deeply, then the nation won’t be able to last. 
Because the nobles will have to be in charge of everything, 
from being village chief who represents each village to 
commanding the fief army which is formed by recruiting 
commoners. 

Of course, everyone knows that this is impossible. As a 
formal loophole, the law states that only lords can contract 
commoners as vassals. A vassal is a person who serves the 
head of the house and is designated to act as an 
intermediary between the people and the head of the 
house. Village chiefs and the army are different from vassals 
since they make a contract with the feudal lord, but they’re 


almost considered the same thing now, since the title of 
feudal lord is basically hereditary. In the past, knights were a 
type of vassal, but over time, their noble status became a 
special position that was allowed for only one generation 
and the knight status became something else. 

“Ah, a vassal... | see.” 

“I’m hoping that the entire ruling class of the Sill Tribe will 
eventually join the Knight Order. We still have our hands full 
getting them to settle down, so we don’t have time to 
educate them right now. I’ve decided to have the knights 
oversee them from the beginning, to build up reputation, 
even though it’s not a praiseworthy approach. They only 
speak Artolas or Rindarl, and of course they’re not literate, 
so they can hardly do any paperwork. I'd like to leave that 
part of the job mainly to them now. Then there’s protection. 
If the need arises, | will have them on defence.” 

“So, you mean to say that the significance of the 
expansion is going to be applied to the defence of the fief?” 

“You have good intuition.” 

The edges of his lips raised slightly. | welcome competent 
people. 

Even so, | got thirsty from explaining all that at once. | 
rang the bell in my hand and instructed the maid, who was 
waiting outside of the room, to prepare some tea. Then, 
Oscar chuckled lightly as if something was amusing. 

“... What is it?” 

“Nothing. It’s just... | suddenly feel like you’re a splendid 
noble, even though you’re so small.” 

Is it strange to see a discrepancy between what’s inside 
and out? “Please don’t be offended,” | nodded in reply to the 
words he had added. | wasn’t offended, his response was 
much better than | had expected. 

“If you're alright with everything, including my 
personality, then | happily welcome you to Kaldia.” 

With Ergnard in mind, | tried to make my voice sound as 
jokingly and calm as possible. 


Oscar nodded with the biggest smile | had ever seen him 
make. Well, it was a small smile though. 

It was that night that | had come down with a fever. 

Perhaps | had a fever because | was moving around like 
always, or much more than usual, despite my insomnia not 
improving since | returned to the capital. | knew that | was 
ignoring my fatigue and working. So, | also knew that | 
would faint soon from overworking. 

“... Hey, are you alright?” 

It wasn’t until the next morning that | regained my 
senses. 

The first thing | saw was Radka peeking at me after he 
had put a damp towel on my forehead. 

i Water.” 

“Ah, water? Wait... Ah.” 

Before Radka could reach for the water jug, | saw 
someone’s arm move. 

“Here you go.” 

Then, the arm poured me a cup of water and offered it to 
me. 

“\.. Elize... dono?” 

“Yes,” 

The girl smiled at me. She was brave even though she 
herself was pale. 

“Why are you here...?” 

Elize Sherstorck had been recuperating at Kaldia fief for 
four years before she entered the Academy. 
Three years ago, she dragged her slightly healthier body 
to the Academy, and we have talked sometimes since then. 
However, the dry, sandy and dusty capital that didn’t 
have much greenery wasn’t good for her health, so she 
missed many classes. As a result, she still stays at the 
Academy at the Advanced Academy, to redo the 
classes she missed. 

However, since the Advanced dormitory is sandwiched 
between here and the building where the classes are held, 








and Elize was in her second and third year of classes, | 
didn’t bother to invite her here. 

“It’s been a while, Eliza-sama. I’ve missed you.” 

Elize’s voice, which | hadn’t heard for a long time, was 
crystal clear and gentle, and hadn’t changed in the slightest 
from what | remembered. Her voice brought relief and 
made it so all the tension left my body. 

“... Yes, me too.” 

If | had wanted, | could have invited her to have lunch in 
the cafeteria, but as soon as | entered the Academy, | left to 
go to war, and after | came back, | had to deal with post-war 
things, and I’ve also been busy making up for the delay in 
my studies, so | didn’t have time to invite her to lunch. 

| had hoped to see her when my fever broke, but it 
seemed that she beat me to the punch. | didn’t want to 
push Elize, who was still pale and hadn’t gotten strong 
enough yet, but | was honestly glad that she had come to 
see me. 

“Eliza, the doctor left you some medicine, so you should 
go ahead and drink it.” 

Radka offered me the pill after pouring another cup of 
water into the cup | had just drank from. The pill seemed 
like it was made from chopped herbs that reduce fever and 
nourish the body. When | put it into my mouth, it tasted 
bitter, grassy and sweet, and | couldn’t help but scowl. 

“When did the doctor come?” 

“Yesterday afternoon. You had a high fever and looked 
blank, so | guess you didn’t realise he was here. Elize-sama 
called him here.” 

“Elize-dono called him here?” 

| looked at her and she nodded. 

“| called the doctor who I’ve been seeing in the capital. 
He’s a very skilled doctor... | consulted him about my 
condition and now know what my illness is.” 

“You figured it out?!” 





I’ve long suspected that Elize’s weak constitution was 
caused by a non-infectious disease, but there were no 
doctors in Sherstorck or Kaldia who could identify her 
disease. 

Medical care in Arxia varied greatly. There are a wide 
range of doctors, from those with state licenses to work for 
the imperial court or the Knight Order, to those who use 
dubious folk medicine such as using monster carcasses and 
secretions as medicines and offerings of healing prayers. 
Commoners are mostly treated by Ar Xia Church, while 
nobles are treated by doctors who have graduated from the 
Advanced Academy’s medical course. And, as usual, the 
further into the countryside you go, the less accurate the 
treatment and diagnosis becomes. 

“| see, So you've finally figured it out... So, what did the 
doctor say?” 

| asked in relief, as if a weight had been lifted off my 
shoulders. 

Elize smiled slightly. Then, she answered in a quiet voice. 

“It’s a disease called forest syndrome.” 

“Forest... syndrome?” 

| had never heard of this disease before. | tilted my head 
in confusion and Elize explained the disease to me ina 
simple way. 

According to her, forest syndrome is caused by inhaling 
the scales of the cotton butterfly, a monster that has a 
symbiotic relationship with the cypraeid trees, causing 
respiratory failure due to the inflammation of the bronchial 
tubes and the lungs are also weakened due to the weak 
toxicity of the scales. 

There are many cypraeid trees in the north, and a lot of 
cotton butterflies live there too. Most people in that area 
build resistance to the toxins in the cotton butterfly’s scales, 
so they aren’t in danger unless they inhale a large amount 
of toxins at once, but if someone like Elize, who doesn’t 
have any resistance to the toxins, continues to inhale the 


toxins for many years then the symptoms will become 
severe and dangerous. 

“Fortunately, | moved to Kaldia, so | wasn’t poisoned to 
the point where | can’t recover. The seizures that are caused 
by my bronchitis will gradually decrease as | age.’ 

Elize said while looking dark and calm. 

“How about your weak lungs? Is that getting better?” 

This question, which | probably shouldn’t have asked, 
must have made her look like that. So, | asked her clearly 
and mercilessly. 

“.,. Almost. The poison has been building up in there for 
years. So, it will take years for the poison to clear out of my 
lungs. My lungs will remain weak in the meantime. The 
seizures also won’t go away. | was told that there’s no 
medicine for my condition. They haven’t discovered any 
medicine to remove the poison yet.” 

Silence fell in the room. 

Both Radka and | were speechless. Even if her seizures 
become less severe as she ages, and she grows healthier.... 
Her weak constitution and the cause of her weak lungs will 
remain the same. She’s so weak that even the slightest cold 
can kill her. 

On top of that, she can’t return home until she dies. She 
couldn’t even go near the northern part of Arxia because 
she can’t breathe in the cotton butterfly scales. 


0000000 


My fever didn’t come down until the next day. 

Including today, there were only five days left until the 
victory holiday. Although it was sudden, | decided to send a 
messenger to the Roguesia residence to tell them that | will 
be visiting them later today. Viscount Roguesia replied 
immediately. | was glad that | had asked him if we could 
meet during the victory holiday. 


The noble block in the capital is separated from the 
commoner’s block by eight gates. In the centre is the royal 
palace, and the eight main streets leading from the gate are 
connected by side streets like a spider web. 

My own residence outside of the Academy a small, 
old townhouse which is now used by Claudia and the others, 
is located near the southeast gate, and the residence of 
Viscount Roguesia, which | will be visiting today, is built near 
the south gate. The houses are surprisingly close to each 
other, and there are many side streets which make it 
impossible to pass through with a carriage, so | decided to 
go there by horseback. 

| put on my usual knight uniform for riding. Women’s 
riding clothes haven’t been developed yet and riding ona 
horse is impossible when | have to wear stiff undergarments 
with dresses to make the skirt puff out. While maids and 
tutors are allowed to wear panniers made of layers of cloth 
for ease of movement, those who are in charge of them are 
required to wear clothes that make it difficult to move. It’s 
really inconvenient... 

“That’s a remarkable outfit, Earl Kaldia.” 

Apparently, this way of dressing up was very disgraceful 
to the servants of the Roguesia House. 

The Roguesia House is a noble family from the Ryunfeld 
region, and Ryunfeld has a strong aversion to women 
moving up in the world. The entire Arxia Kingdom has 
traditionally been a male dominated Kingdom, but they 
don’t restrict women as much as Ryunfeld does. 

He was being sarcastic, but it seemed inappropriate to 
get upset over something like this, so | elegantly tilted my 
head to the side while thinking about Margrave Moudon’s 
situation. 

“I’m dressing in formal wear according to the law, is there 
a problem?” 

“This is not a formal place like the House of Lords. If 
you’re a woman, then don’t you think it’s polite to dress ina 





manner that is appropriate for women?” 

“I think it’s impolite to go meet the head of a noble house 
for the first time in an ordinary dress.” 

The servant seemed at a loss of words and fell silent in 
annoyance. Claudia and Radka, who were dressed as maids, 
laughed quietly. 








The servant led us through the Roguesia residence where 
| could only see male servants. Even tasks that would 
normally be done by maids were done by the male servants. 
It seemed that instead of despising the work traditionally 
done by women, men were doing it instead. There was a bit 
of contradiction between their thoughts and actions. 

“Master, Earl Kaldia is here to see you.” 

“Oh, welcome, Earl Kaldia.” 

The servant guided me to the parlour which had a large 
window that let in lots of light. There was a courtyard 
outside of the window and the unobstructed sunlight made 
the room bright and warm. 

“Thank you for inviting me here today.” 

“I! should be the one to apologise. You came all the way to 
our residence because of our family problem.” 

Viscount Roguesia was a man who had white hair and a 
soft, friendly smile, and he had a soft demeanour despite 
the aura of the mansion. As soon as we were seated, he 
immediately called the person in question, his daughter. 
Compared to the servant’s threatening attitude at the 
beginning of the meeting, Viscount Roguesia’s attitude was 
Surprisingly cooperative and flexible. However, the contrast 
between the Viscount’s attitude and those of the rest of the 
house was an uncomfortable feeling that couldn’t be 
overlooked. 

“... You wanted to see me, Father?” 

The Viscount’s daughter, who had probably been waiting 
for him to call her beforehand, immediately showed up in 
the parlour. 

Her bright, pale azure hair glistened in the light that was 
coming from the window. She’s a cute girl, | thought. | heard 
she is 16, but her soft features, which were like her father’s, 
made her look younger than her age. 

“Earl Kaldia. This is my daughter, Feyria.” 

Viscount Roguesia gently placed a hand on Feyria’s 
shoulder and introduced her to me. As soon as Feyria heard 


the name Kaldia, her eyes widened in surprise, and she 
looked at me. 

“Feyria, this is Earl Kaldia. Say hello.” 

“Y-yes. My name is Feyria Roguesia, Kaldia-sama...” 

She was trembling, but her voice was clear. Her strong- 
willed eyes looked straight at me. | sighed in my mind since 
| felt that she was more lively than modest. 

The father seemed flexible and gentle and didn’t seem 
like a man who would expose me to the peculiar customs of 
Ryunfeld. His daughter seemed lively and not at all 
obedient. 

“... lam Eliza Kaldia Einsbark. | look forward to getting to 
know you.” 

This is really troublesome. It will be difficult to explain this 
if Feyria didn’t want to be engaged to Viscount Agren’s son, 
and her father, Viscount Roguesia didn’t oppose the 
annulment. 

| once again cursed the northern nobles for forcing me 
into a troublesome situation and at the same time, | 
was fed up with the father and daughter who were in front 
of me. 

This troublesome situation happened in the first place 
because Feyria didn’t want to marry into the Agren House. 

| don’t like Viscount Agren, who got in my way and 
pushed this situation onto me, Marquis Nordsterm, the man 
pulling the strings, or even Feyria, who had caused this 
situation. 

Feyria, who was sitting properly beside Viscount 
Roguesia, seemed to be quietly observing me. Viscount 
Roguesia probably hadn’t told her why | am here. 

| don’t Know what her reasons are, but she wants to 
destroy her own marriage, so | am here to stop her. Will she 
become wary once she knows why | am here? 

What should | do? How can | make Feyria talk without 
making her put her guard up against me? 





First, I’ll talk to the Viscount about the Academy and the 
House of Lords to pass time while probing her. Viscount 
Roguesia was smiling calmly, Felicia was still trembling and 
Claudia and Radka were standing in the corner of the room. 
| wondered what | should say to them and how | should start 
the conversation. My gaze, which had been wandering 
around slightly, suddenly turned to the windows as if 
attracted by it. Seasonal flowers were swaying in the breeze 
in the courtyard on the other side of the window. A gasp of 
admiration escaped my lips as | looked at their vivid colours. 

“The rembias are blooming well this year. Last year, | had 
some red and yellow ones planted, and the colours have 
mixed together this year making it pleasing to the eyes.” 

Viscount Roguesia didn’t fail to notice that | was looking 
at the courtyard. The conversation about the House of Lords 
immediately changed. 

“Oh, rembias? It’s a magnificent garden, so I’m sure 
they’ll look beautiful.” 

Rembias are plants that produce frilly flowers that spiral 
along its straight stem. The brightly coloured flowers 
effectively enhanced the courtyard, but at the same time, 
they were so gorgeous that it was difficult to harmonise 
them. Especially in a courtyard of this size, there are more 
than a dozen different kinds of flowers in full bloom. | 
wondered if they were arranged by a good gardener. 

“Yes, | think you will like them... Feyria, show Earl Kaldia 
the courtyard.” 

Viscount Roguesia demanded. Feyria replied, “Yes,” as 
she gracefully got up from her seat... At that moment, | saw 
a thin anklet that was covered by her silk socks. 

Ah, this is really going to be troublesome. 

| managed to bite down my bitterness and not let it show 
on my face. 

In Ryunfeld, unmarried or underage women aren’t 
allowed to wear metal jewellery. This is a tradition that has 





continued for a long time. And yet, there was a silver anklet 
on her ankle. 

The bottom line is that this noble woman had a fiancé, 
but she loved freely, and so, she’s being unreasonable. 

“Earl Kaldia?” 

A puzzled Feyria hesitantly called out to me. | felt peevish 
at the pit of my stomach when | saw her left hand floating in 
the air as if she was asking for an escort. 

| looked at her hand once, met her eyes and bowed. | 
didn’t offer her my hand. 

“... Then, please show me to the courtyard, Feyria-sama.” 

ceqyn 

A chill instantly appeared in Felicia’s eyes. She seemed to 
have been able to clearly read the emotion that | had 
included when | had called her name. 

When people of the opposite sex meet for the first time, 
they rarely call each other by name unless there is a big age 
difference between them. This is especially true in Ryunfeld 
where gender etiquette is a big concern. 

“Umm...!” 

“Yes, what is it?” 

“... Will you escort me?” 

“I’m already 13, so l’m old enough to walk around without 
holding someone’s hand.” 

| looked at Viscount Roguesia while teasing Feyria whose 
face was red with annoyance. He still had a gentle smile on 
his face. 

Dammit, | clicked my tongue in my mind. | should have 
done a background check on Viscount Roguesia. If he really 
isn’t a genuine native of that region, then all the measures | 
have taken will be in vain. Although I’m prepared for all of 
Ryunfeld noble’s troublesome habits, it’ll all be for not if the 
Viscount isn’t offended by this. 

“That wasn’t what | was asking, I’m asking you to escort 
me...” 


“Oh, | beg your pardon. | apologise for being slow, but | 
am officially a Junior Countess. | would like it if you restrain 
yourself as we are not close enough yet for you to take my 
hand and show me to the courtyard.” 

| heard Claudia sigh unusually behind me. She was 
advising me not to pick a fight with someone who | am 
trying to persuade. 

“... A woman, Earl?” 

Feyria was dumbfounded and | thought, | see. It seems 
that my gender is completely unknown in the Academy. It is 
rare for women to hold a peerage title in Arxia, and 
completely unacceptable for women to hold a peerage title 
in Ryunfeld. 

i | see, so that’s why you’re dressed like that...” 

Her voice sounded disorientated as if she had finally 
managed to wring out a sentence from her confused mind. 
Her eyes looked even more confused than before, and there 
was another complicated emotion flickering in them. 

That was probably jealousy. The emotion reflected in her 
eyes was neither pity nor contempt and | sighed in my 
mind. 

The more | observed, the more | realised how far away 
She is from Ryunfeld’s image of a woman. This house was 
completely devoid of women so much so that it could be the 
very model for the customs | had heard about. But Viscount 
Roguesia and his daughter completely opposed that image. 
It really is troublesome after all. 








For the time being, | had completed my goal of meeting 
her, so | quickly left the Roguesia residence after | had a 
random look around the courtyard. 

The head of the house and his daughter, who didn’t act 
according to the customs of Ryunfeld, but on the other 
hand, the people who worked in the house and their 
education were perfectly arranged according to the custom 


of Ryunfeld. The contradictory situation in the house made 
me realise that | didn’t have enough information. 

Also, the glimmering piece of metal on Feyria’s ankle 
even though it was a coincidence, the fact that | saw 
it was fruitful. | had a rough idea about why Feyria wanted 
to break off her engagement with Agren. 

She is currently in a relationship with someone, and she 
probably wants to get married to him. Therefore, she 
wanted to break off her engagement with the person who 
she doesn’t love. It’s as simple as that. The fact that it 
involves emotions and the circumstances of the person she 
is dating makes it even more complicated, and at the same 
time, a little annoying. 

Engagements between noble families don’t exist simply 
because of status. It is also a way to bond families together, 
or to fight for power, but most of the time, they are 
arranged for the purpose of trade. 

This is a little off topic, but in Arxia, merchants don’t have 
much power. This is due to the fact that large transactions 
between fiefs are usually done between the feudal lords. 
Like how | arrange the daily necessities, food, household 
goods and materials for the newcomers, as well as how | 
obtain daily necessities that cannot be produced in my fief, 
the other feudal lords also order things from other fiefs and 
distribute it to their people. 

Merchants have no power because they deal with luxury 
goods, so their business is limited to nobles, and they’re 
completely under the control of nobles. 

It is written in the Sacred Code that exporting and 
importing for the masses is the work of a feudal lord. This 
was probably done to prevent exceedingly powerful 
merchants from destroying the balance of power within the 
kingdom. 

The most convenient way for such commercial 
transactions to take place between fiefs is through marriage 
between the feudal lords’ families. 





It is normal for young ladies to get engaged early in 
Ryunfeld, but it is also Known that in many cases, her 
betrothal will be swapped if a better match is found. 

However, in spite of this, the Agrens have gone to the 
trouble of expressing their desire to make this engagement 
definite. If this had been a request from the Roguesia 
House, then it would have been because they can’t keep 
their honour if they broke off the engagement when there 
are no other candidates, but since it came from the other 
party, then this must mean that there is a big problem with 
their transaction. 

When two people are engaged, their relatives are 
officially treated as in-laws. This gave them a number of 
advantages, such as a lower tariff and a reduction in the 
annual restrictions on traded goods. 

This is the reason why the Church goes out of their way 
to address the issue of engagement. There are some fiefs 
that trade in daily necessities, so the lives of the citizens will 
be directly affected if the fief can’t import the necessary 
amount of goods because of the annulment of an 
engagement or if the trade itself is dissolved. 

What annoyed me is that Feyria, who is about to 
graduate from the Academy, is trying to break off her 
engagement while ignoring all those things. 

Viscount Argen has bad intentions and | know he made 
me take this request to harass me. However, there should 
definitely be a part of their engagement that would help 
improve the lives of their citizens. 

A feudal lord’s income mainly comes from the tax they 
receive from their citizens. | don’t know if it’s money or 
goods, but the citizens of the fiancé/fiancée’s fief receive 
some kind of benefit. And yet, the daughter of a feudal lord, 
who is provided with the daily necessities through tax, is 
putting her own love affairs ahead of the affairs of the 
people? 


But since | don’t Know what’s exactly going on right now, 
it’s wrong to be angry. 

Well, whatever. There’s nothing | can do except to 
persuade Feyria. 

The problem is Viscount Roguesia. 

| told him beforehand why | was coming to visit him. | told 
him that Viscount Agren wanted to make sure that the 
engagement between their two houses is definite. And yet, 
the Viscount still lets Feyria do as she pleases. | saw it 
myself today, but I’m pretty sure that Feyria has no idea 
what’s going on. Nor does she know that | came to her 
house today because her engagement is in jeopardy 
because of her. 

... Which means the real problem is not Feyria’s love life, 
but why would Viscount Roguesia purposely let his daughter 
jeopardise her engagement. 

“Here’s your drink, Eliza-sama. Why don’t you take a 
break?” 

As soon as | got home, | furiously pulled out the noble’s 
list and other things about Viscount Roguesia to investigate 
him. It was almost time to light the candles when | was 
called. 

| looked up to see Thiele and Oscar being ushered into 
the room by Claudia. Behind them, a maid with a tray in her 
hand was following after them timidly. Come to think of it, 
I’ve never called a maid to my study before. 

“Ah, I'm sorry. Did | worry you?” 

“Don’t worry about it. More importantly, what are you 
looking up? Is there anything | can help you with?” 

| smiled wryly at Oscar’s concern. He has been quickly 
trying to learn all he can about Kaldia. It pains me to make 
him help me with anything else while he’s learning about 
Kaldia, and I’d rather he help Earl Thelesia with his work, 
rather than help me. Even though Earl Thelesia is ready for 
retirement, people are still coming to him to ask for advice 
about the peace negotiations with Rindarl. 





“Thiele, please pour tea for everyone.” 

“Yes, Eliza-sama.” 

Thiele smiled as if to say, “Good girl,” and began to brew 
tea with the maid. 

As | looked at her swaying black hair, | suddenly realised 
that it was good that | had brought her along. 

| brought Thiele, Rekha and Aslan with me to the 
Academy as my maid, attendant and bodyguard. Since | 
couldn’t bring any adult attendants, | had to rely on them, 
who | had educated many years ago. It was nothing more 
than a request, but they have exceeded my expectations 
and have supported me mentally. 

In a sense, they’re the only ones to whom | show that I’m 
a ‘child’ to, other than Radka. They help stabilise my 
unstable mind by taking care of me in many ways. 

At any rate, I'll take a break like | was told to, since tea 
has been brewed for me. | put down the documents and 
drank the tea that had been given to me. 

“\.. Amm...” 

At the same time, | noticed a strong mixture of refreshing 
and sweet smells from my nose. Hmm, this is... something 
that I’ve smelled a lot of today. 

“... Did you change the blend?” 

“Yes. | tried adding rembias in the tea today. | learnt it 
from the children of the southern nation that you protect.” 

Rembias again. The rembias that | thoroughly enjoyed for 
comfort in Viscount Roguesia’s residence as we had bland 
conversations while in an uncomfortable mood, although 
that was mostly my fault. I’ve had enough rembias for 
today. 

“... ’m sorry, but can you brew me the tea that you 
always make? I’m a little tired and this is too sweet for me. 
Oh, it’s not because | don’t like rembias or anything. Please 
don’t worry about that.” 

| said as | handed my cup to Thiele, and she let out a 
hopeless sigh, however it also sounded like a very happy 


sigh. 

“I've heard that rembias are also used as medicine in the 
south, so | thought it would help make you feel a little 
better. Oh well, I'll brew you another cup right away.” 

“I’m sorry for being selfish.” 

“It’s fine. I’m happy to hear you being selfish. Your 
selfishness is precious.” 

Honestly, I’m never a match for Thiele. 

So, rembia can be used as medicine? I’ve never heard of 
this before, but it was interesting to hear about a different 
culture. 


Chapter 5 


Now then. My school life finally began two months after 
the rest of the students, but | didn’t feel like it was a brand 
new experience, since | did the same things no matter 
where | was. 

| handled the administrative documents brought in by 
Oscar, Claudia and appropriate fief soldiers, checked the 
reports on the irrigation work in the west and gave 
instructions, checked the food production status in the fief 
and estimated how much food the fief imports... Sometimes, 
for some reason, I’m summoned to stand at the peace 
negotiations between the Rindarl ambassador and the 
members of the Upper House of Lords. 

Peace negotiations are something that should only be 
done by people who are in the Upper House of Lords or have 
a higher position... Apparently, | was being used as 
something to threaten Rindarl, as a ‘whip’ who is 
conveniently in the royal capital. 

Because of this situation, | haven’t been able to 
concentrate on my studies. If someone was wondering how 
I’m able to handle all the lectures every day, and the large 
number of assignments that are given out in those lectures, 
then it’s simple: there are two of me. 

“Hey, my hair was pulled today as well by someone who 
was passing by. They stepped on the hem of my mantle and 
explained the outline of the Advanced Academy (?) course 
to me since they said I’m smart. What’s up with all these 
incidents?” 

“It’s the northern nobles.” 

That was the only thing | could say to Radka, who was 
working on assignments next to me as | silently pressed the 





seal of approval. 

It seemed that the harassment from the northern nobles 
was carried out quite publicly at the Academy since adults 
couldn’t see. Although | was disgusted that they would use 
children to do something like this, unlike Agren’s 
unreasonable request, there was no real harm, so | left them 
alone for now. 

... |mean, they’re doing completely useless things like 
pulling hair and stepping on mantles. 

A child, huh. They’ve already turned 13... no, 13 is still a 
child. 

“What do you mean by the outline of the course?” 
“Hmm? Well, apparently there’s a lecture that uses the 
law books of Artolas. They explained that the laws were the 

same at a glance, but there are differences between the 
Artolas and Axian laws which are based on the same Sacred 
Code. They also explained why they were so different, their 
impact, and predictions on what would happen if they were 
adapted.” 

“Comparative law? What’s the title of the book?” 

“(Investigation of the Difference of Law in Another Sect{[]. 
It’s a church book.” 

“Oh, I’ve read that before. It’s fine. You should read it 
later.” 

“Understood,” Radka nodded and went back to his task. 

| know it’s wrong to have someone else do my 
schoolwork for me, but | made an exception since Radka is 
my spare. | just have too much work for one person to 
handle. I’m not forcing Radka to do all the work; | do attend 
classes as much as | can, but... | tell myself that | had no 
choice. 

Even so, | glanced at the side profile that was next to me. 
| had always felt that our complexion and facial features 
matched very well with each other even as a child, but as 
he grew, his face became more and more like mine to the 
point that even Claudia mistakes him as me. If someone 


were to compare our faces side to side, then Radka’s face is 
slightly more feminine than mine, but no one would doubt 
he is me unless they see him on a regular basis, since he 
mimics my movements and facial expressions. 

That was why he impressively acts on my behalf... 

“... What is it?” 

I’m not sure if it’s because of Claudia’s training, but 
Radka asked me why | was looking at him, even though he 
wasn’t facing my way. 

“Nothing,” | replied and looked away. 


| still hadn’t found the person who | have been looking for 
since the day | entered the Academy, even after a month of 
living this way. 

It would have been easier to find them once the practical 
classes started, but | couldn’t make any progress at all since 
| was stuck in the lecture from start to finish. 

The person who | was looking for should stand out from 
the crowd and be easy to find, but when | try to look around 
the lecture hall, the Crown Prince’s violently good looks 
usually block my view and get in the way of my search. 

Today, my eyes were drawn to the luxurious blonde hair 
that shone in the light as soon as | entered the lecture hall 
and my eyes met with the Crown Prince’s eyes. His 
frighteningly conspicuous appearance really drew one’s 
gaze regardless of one’s intention... | wonder if it would be 
different if | got used to looking at him. 

| greeted him with my eyes and quickly sat down on an 
empty seat. | didn’t want the Crown Prince to invite me to 
sit with him because he thought there were no seats 
available. | can easily predict that the hall would become 
noisy if | were to sit next to him. 

| couldn’t help but think about the Crown prince, who is 
friendly towards me without regard to my circumstances, 
while listening to the lecture that had already been drilled 
into me by Madam Marechan. 


... |understand why Ergnard and the others are 
concerned about me. It’s because I’m useful in battle. And 
since the King had given me their House name, | guess | 
have to treat him like family even though we aren’t related 
by blood. However, | don’t know what the Crown Prince’s 
intentions are. | will be going back to my fief after | graduate 
from the Academy. He is in a position where he will rule the 
entire Kingdom from the royal palace, so what’s the point of 
keeping a Junior Earl who is a feudal lord of one of the fiefs? 

Even if | only have to put up with it for three years, it isn’t 
pleasant to be used as a pawn in the games of nobles. It’s 
alright if they were only using me, but if it affects my fief 
then... Since there’s no way to control the Crown Prince, it 
might become necessary to somehow shut up the nobles of 
this Kingdom. 

| clenched my hand into a fist. Then, | heard an 
unpleasant sound come from inside of my hand. 

Dammit, my pen broke. 

No, | knew that the pen barrel had become old and had 
reached its limits, but | kept using it since it was still 
working. | didn’t crush the pen’s barrel because | had 
Superhuman strength like Claudia. 

The problem was that | didn’t have a spare pen with me. | 
glared at the pen in my hand while thinking, | did break it, 
but did it have to break right now? 

... What do | do about the lecture? Should | just hold the 
barrel and finish writing? | would like to write down what the 
professor teaches as long as I’m sharing information with 
Radka. 

“Excuse me, Earl Kaldia.” 

| finally looked away from the broken remains of the pen 
when someone quietly spoke to me from the right. 

| turned my head to the owner of the voice and almost 
shouted. The boy who had spoken to me was the same 
person who | was looking for. 


He looked just like Margrave Moudon and yet he 
didn’t stand out like Margrave Moudon, even though he 
looked like a copy of him. Margrave Moudon’s beloved son 
was sitting next to me. 

“Please use this.” 

Why hadn’t | noticed his distinctive silver hair when | sat 
down? The boy held out a brand new quill to me while | was 
feeling dazed as if | had been shown a magic trick which | 
didn’t understand. 

* Thank you.” 

| had planned to meet and greet him but the shock of 
finding someone who | hadn’t found before in the same 
class as me, and sitting next to me, made the words that 
finally came out of my mouth rather stupid. 

... Why aren’t my eyes drawn to him like they are towards 
the Crown Prince and his father when he has that 
complexion and looks? 








“You know my father? No way. Really?” 

“| do. Your father has been very nice to me. I’ve also sent 
you birthday presents before.” 

| conversed with the boy | was looking for, Zephyr 
Moudon, Margrave Moudon’s son, as we walked down the 
Academy’s brightly lit corridor towards the cafeteria. 

He had beautiful silver hair and eyes greener than his 
father’s. The more | looked at him, the more | wondered why 
| hadn’t noticed him before. Did | overlook him because the 
impact of the Crown Prince was too strong? 

“... Oh, were you the person who sent the box of baked 
sweets?” 

“Yes. I’m surprised you remember.” 

“Father is always in a good mood whenever it arrives 
every year and told me that it was from a dear friend of his. 
| thought it was from a noble in the capital...” 

“It’s because my fief doesn’t have any specialties. And, | 
have to go to the capital if | want to buy an assortment of 


baked sweets.” 

“Ah, | see,” Zephyr smiled gently and replied. That 
expression doesn’t look like something his father would do; | 
couldn’t help but compare him to the person | know... The 
gentle smile on his face, which didn’t seem like there was a 
hidden intent behind it, reminded me of someone who was 
much closer to me. Their auras were so similar that | felt like 
| was going crazy. 

More and more students appeared in the corridor as we 
approached the large cafeteria. 

Zephyr didn’t seem to mind, but his friendly conversation 
with me, someone who has a bad reputation, was clearly 
attracting a mixture of curiosity and ill feelings. 

“\.. Oh, right. I’m sorry but | have a few things to do in the 
library before lunch. I'll see you later.” 

| said at a Suitable corner and stepped away from him. | 
knew we would attract too much attention if | were to enter 
the cafeteria with him. 

The Moudon House didn’t have a strong presence or 
influence in the capital. This was because they were 
geographically too far away from the capital and because 
the time Margrave Moudon can stay in the capital is limited. 

However, as a major producer of gems, the Moudon fief 
makes money by trading with merchants who are based in 
the capital. They probably wanted to avoid having a bad 
reputation in the capital if they could. It was hard to tell how 
the impression Zephyr made in the isolated environment 
which is the Academy would affect him after he graduates, 
even if the Margrave has solidified his position among the 
merchants. 

“Really? Ah... Okay. I’ll see you later, Earl Kaldia... | mean, 
Earl Einsbark.” 

Zephyr tilted his head slightly in confusion, but he must 
have noticed the other students’ gazes on us. He nodded his 
head in understanding and waved his hand. 


“Moudon, you can just call me Kaldia. | won’t be able to 
distinguish who you’re talking to if you call me Einsbark.” 

“Oh, you’re right. Alright... I’d like it if you’ll call me 
Zephyr. Moudon is my father.” 

“I'll do that.” 

| nodded and turned my back towards him. 

| suddenly realised that the way he spoke to me was 
vaguely familiar. He spoke like his father, and yet it felt 
strange. | wondered if it was because their auras were 
similar or if it was because they spoke the same. 

| pondered as | walked down a deserted corridor. 

| suddenly saw a familiar face. The girl who was walking 
down the corridor across from the courtyard was Feyria 
Roguesia. 

Next to her was a boy who looked nothing like Viscount 
Agren. The two were walking intimately next to each other 
while paying attention to their surroundings. 

Suddenly, Feyria’s gaze found me. Her eyes widened and 
she ran down the corridor and the boy next to her quickly 
chased after her. 

What was that? | felt an emotion similar to 
irritation and just as | was about to chase after them... 

m Einsbark.” 

| reflexively swept the hem of my coat as the owner of 
the voice approached me from behind. | turned my body 
and jumped about two steps away, then removed the hand 
that was extending to my shoulder with a cloth. 

“Wah?!” 

The owner of the hand shrieked. | avoided them, but 
although my actions were light, they could be seen as an 
attack. 

“... Oh, I’m sorry, Lorenzorell! | was taken by surprise 
it’s a habit from being on the battlefield. I’m sorry.” 
| felt like | was breaking out in cold sweat. | really did 

move on reflex. It seems that the spinal reflex against 











Surprise attacks that was drilled into me by Gunter had 
deeply ingrained themselves into my bones. 

Sieghart, Marquis Lorenzorell’s grandson, blinked and 
looked at me as he clutched his right hand which had been 
brushed away. 

“|-it’s alright... I’m sorry to have startled you, Earl 
Einsbark. It was a great move... as | would have expected 
from someone who fought alongside grandfather.” 

“It’s absurd to compare me to the Commanding General. | 
was only running errands. The fief army | led was also small 
and was barely the size of a royal army battalion.” 

| wasn’t being humble as | told this to the serious 
Sieghart. The Commanding General’s grandson seemed to 
have understood my words and nodded. 

“But | heard you played an active role in the war.” 

“Yes, thanks to your grandfather, my foster father and his 
brother, | was able to play an active role.” 

“| see. That’s fine since war isn’t something you can do 
alone.” 

| see, | can catch a glimpse of the education given to 
someone in the Lorenzorell House. | was a little relieved to 
hear that. 

A lot of people had been treating me strangely after | 
returned to the capital. 

| was treated like a hero which was a bit intense 
and had been praised unnecessarily. 

As Sieghart had said, war wasn’t something to be waged 
alone. Even when | acted alone, there were dozens, 
hundreds and even thousands of people who had carried out 
their missions. 

There weren’t many in the Academy who understood this. 
That was why | felt a little disappointed. If Sieghart wasn’t a 
close aide of the Crown Prince and had he not been a 
character in the otome game, then | would have loved to be 
his friend. 

“| see you’re not with the Crown Prince today.” 








“Yeah, His Highness Alfred has a bit of political work to do 
today... Well, | think he’s not feeling well right now.” 

| raised my eyebrow at the last words he had added ina 
hush tone. It wasn’t a good thing for the Crown Prince to be 
in poor health. 

Unlike the dreamlike otome fantasy in my previous life, 
there are many people who lose their lives from colds here. 
Although there are a few superstitious medicines in Arxia, 
there aren’t many effective medicines or treatments for 
diseases. 

“| see. I’m a little worried.” 

“You're worried?” 

“Of course. What vassal wouldn’t be worried about their 
future King?” 

If anything, that was all... Alfred was the only prince left 
in this kingdom. Prince Albert had been sent to the convent 
and couldn’t attend the Academy, and he had even been 
the cause of the war, so he wouldn’t be able to become the 
Crown Prince even if Alfred died. 

“... Yes, in any case, it means that | can feel joy from 
seeing His Highness’s healthy face from afar.” 

“What's with that? That sounds really fishy.” 

Sieghart laughed as if he couldn’t hold it in. 

“Enough about that. What is it you want?” 

He hadn’t stopped me for no reason. When | asked him 
what he wanted, Sieghart reverted to his serious expression 
and said, “Oh,” as if he had just remembered why he had 
called out to me. 

“I'd like you to do sword training with me this afternoon. 

“\.. Oh. Sure, but me...?” 

This was the first sword training session at the Academy 
since | entered. The girls observe, but the male students 
and those who have peerage must attend, therefore | also 
have to attend. Even though we were required to attend the 
training session in pairs, | always assumed that the 


Commanding General’s grandson would be paired with one 
of three good friends, so | was greatly surprised. 

“... Alfred is on holiday and Grace is accompanying him. 
Eric also has official duties to perform in the afternoon... 
Well, Eric didn’t train from the start.” 

A dry laugh escaped from both our lips. | also Knew that 
Eric wasn’t athletic since | went with him to Jugfena 
Fortress. 

“Of course, I’m also interested in you. None of the other 
students have any real combat experience except for you.” 

“Oh, | see. Alright.” 

| quickly nodded at Sieghart who was laughing boldly 
after he had said that his curiosity was piqued. 

It’s his blood. He looks calm but he’s also a member of 
the Lorenzorell House. In other words, he’s Claudia’s blood 
relative. 

“Then, meet me in front of the arena five minutes before 
training starts.” 

| said as | glanced at the corridor across from the 
courtyard for a moment. Of course, Feyria wasn’t there 
anymore, and | no longer wanted to follow after her. 


| held my rapier horizontally with the edge of the blade 
set towards the throat of the Commanding General’s 
grandson. 

| usually used wide swords so my skills with a rapier was 
really limited to what | had learnt. 

In contrast, Sieghart, the Commanding General’s 
grandson, who held his rapier gracefully in front of him, was 
given special education in the arts of the rapier, a court 
sword technique, in order to join the Imperial Guards in the 
future. 

“Here | come.” 

“By all means.” 

The fight between rapiers was a high-speed battle. 


Sieghart’s sword was gradually aiming for my weak spots 
as he said, “Here | come,” and he didn’t rush at me straight 
away. 

Even though a rapier was light, it took a lot of muscle 
strength to hold a stance. If we continue to stare at each 
other like this, then | would be at a disadvantage because of 
my inferior strength. | rushed forward while thinking that. 

My rapier was repelled and avoided its still shaking point. 
| dodged and counter attacked. | continued striking while 
trying to maintain my distance. My sword let out a clung 
even though it had been mangled. | brushed away the tip of 
the sword which was aimed at my shoulders with my coat 
hem, distanced myself and regained my posture. 

... He really is the heir to this Kingdom’s top military 
family. 

His sword form is flawless. It was evident that he knew 
how to use his sword. 

“Your movements are clean, Lorenzorell.” 

“I've been practicing for a while now, after all!” 

| avoided the tip of his sword as he thrusted it at me and 
used my own sword tip to repel his sword. It was the way of 
the Imperial Swordsmanship to repel his attack and step 
back, but | reflexively aimed for his heart. 

“Wah?!” 

A harsh metallic sound echoed in the air. Sieghart, who 
had more strength than me, put more strength into his 
rapier which was crossed with mine. | stopped resisting and 
pulled back, which caused him to lose his footing. 

| stepped forward diagonally again to make him fall 
faster, then parried my rapier with Sieghart’s and 
swung down from the top. 

The force behind my attack caused the Commanding 
General’s grandson to fall face-first onto the thick mat. As 
he was putting both his hands on the floor to stop his fall on 
reflex and | was aiming the tip of my rapier at his back, the 
instructor shouted, “That’s enough!” 








Sieghart is the grandson of the Commanding General and 
his skill with the sword was probably the best at the 
Academy. 

“Then why couldn’t | win...?” 

The grandson groaned. He had lost all five fights and was 
sitting there slumped with mental exhaustion. 

“Perhaps the difference between us is actual combat 
experience.” 

The grandson attacks with beautiful and honest strikes 
but | do not. The amount of force | needed to use when 
locking swords with someone, how to pull back, striking 
timing and how to aim for the opponent’s weak spot, | 
had cultivated all these skills in actual battle, so | was a very 
bad matchup for Sieghart who wielded his sword ina 
pattern. 

“Don’t worry, Sieghart will win against me in the practice 
tournament. And perhaps in time, | won’t be able to win 
against you with the sword.” 

Sieghart’s physique was similar to mine right now, but 
once he goes through his growth period, he will be stronger 
and faster than me, and will probably get ahead of me in 
terms of skill. 

| said that to encourage him, but he was staring at me for 
some reason. | wonder if he’s listening to what I’m saying. 

“... That sounds kind of nice.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“When you called me Sieghart. I’m sure His Highness 
Alfred will be jealous, but | prefer you call me that rather 
than calling me Lorenzorell.” 

Apparently, he hadn’t listened to what | had said. 

“Earl Einsbark, you know a lot of people from the 
Lorenzorell House, don’t you?” 

“Yes, | do...? Well, not a lot of people from the Lorenzorell 
House, but | do know a few...” 





The Lorenzorell House, a prestigious noble military house, 
is a rather large family. | am acquainted with quite a few 
people from that house: Claudia, and her father, Viscount 
Lorenzorell, the Commanding General, Marquis Lorenzorell 
and his son, Earl Lorenzorell and his son, Sieghart... 

“See. It’s also a little confusing for me to call you 
Einsbark.” 

“Hah... I’m fine with being called Kaldia as well. I’ve 
already told the Crown Prince this.” 

“I see, then I'll call you Kaldia. So, you can call me 
Sieghart too.” 

| don’t understand why he said ‘so’, but | couldn’t hit 
away the hand that was presented to me like | had this 
morning. 

| wasn’t satisfied with this because | didn’t feel gratitude 
towards him like | had with Eric. 

| was reluctant in my mind, but | had no choice but to 
take his hand so that he wouldn’t realise | was reluctant. 


00000) 


A margrave was Classified as a senior noble in Arxia’s 
noble society. 

The role given to a margrave was basically to maintain a 
key position in the kingdom. For example, a court noble in 
the capital would be given the rank of margrave if they have 
the rank of ‘Vice’ or higher in an important job such as 
finance, while a feudal lord would be given the title of 
margrave if they are in charge of the most important 
defence position near the border, have a large granary that 
provides a large percentage of the kingdom’s food, or have 
own a production area where the goods are designated as 
rare by the House of Lords. 

Therefore, the total number of nobles who hold the title of 
margrave is in a different league from those who hold the 


title of earl. Only a handful of great nobles can be given that 
title. 

The fief of Margrave Moudon is a typical example of a 
rare production area. In the past it was treated as the fief of 
a simple Junior Earl, but a variety of gems had been 
produced with the development of the fief, and two of the 
rarest gems, Esmart and Vardalia, have earned the Moudon 
House the margrave title. 

“Thank you for coming tonight, Earl Kaldia. | hope you 
enjoy the birthday celebration, even though it’s a small 
party since | usually sleep in this mansion by myself.” 

“No, it’s an honour to be invited to your son’s birthday 
celebration, Lord Moudon.” 

Margrave Moudon was dressed in a justaucorps 
decorated with Vardalia gems to match his beautiful navy 
blue eyes. He smiled gorgeously and he looked so young 
that it was hard to believe that he had a son my age. 

Behind him was a castle-like building that towered over 
the surrounding buildings. | didn’t dare mention the words 
‘sleeping quarters’ to him. 

This was a townhouse of one of the kingdom’s most 
senior nobles. The size and value of his mansion was 
beyond my worth, since | am only a Junior Earl who had 
been promoted from Viscount. 

“... So, why do | have to enter through the backdoor?” 

For some reason, | was entering through the backdoor of 
this wonderful mansion. The Margrave smiled mischievously 
and then after giggling said, “Actually, my son Lucius is your 
fan. | was wondering if you could tell him a little about the 
Academy’s entrance ceremony next year.” 

| was troubled. 

Although he’s supposed to frequent the capital often, the 
Margrave’s behaviour was a bit strange, or ‘my pace,’ or... if 
| don’t have to be careful with my words then | would say he 
behaves erratically. He has an attractive face and figure and 
a soft demeanour, yet he was treated as a mere flower in 


the capital’s social scene because of his personality. He was 
just too friendly. His personality as a countryside noble was 
too strong. 

“| wished you had discussed such matters with me much 
earlier. I’ve already left my gift at your other residence.” 

“It’s fine, don’t worry about that since you’re the gift. Just 
babysit him for a bit while the nobles get together.” 

“Please don’t treat me as a gift... But then again, your 
son is quite unusual since he’s a fan of mine. I’m certain I’m 
only known for my bad reputation.” 

| was led to the room where Lucius was waiting while we 
were joking. 

The three servant children who followed silently behind 
us seemed confused. | had been informed beforehand that 
the Margrave was a bit odd, but he was more than a little 
odd for only acquainting himself with noble children in the 
capital. 


In the antechamber, there was a child whose face was 
pale with nervousness and Zephyr, the older brother who 
was trying to calm the child down. 

The child was probably Lucius. He had inherited his 
father’s silver hair and his eyes were a brighter jade colour 
than Zephyr’s. However, his features probably looked 
similar to his mother’s, and he looked like a cute girl. 

“... Oh, Brother. | can’t do it after all. When | think about 
giving a speech, my heart hurts so much that | can’t bear 
as 

“Don’t worry. You can do it, Lucius. You did much better 
than | did last year. Isn’t that what your tutor said?” 

“But, Brother, Madam always scolds me and tells me not 
to be frightened and speak clearly like you... | can’t speak 
very well. | can’t do it.” 

“Father and | will be with you when you give your speech. 
So, you don’t need to worry so much and just relax. Yes, 
breathe in, breathe out, breathe in, breathe out.” 


Lucius, who continued to breathe in and out like he was 
told, coughed violently since his lungs reached their limits. 
He then glared at Zephyr with tears in his eyes. Zephyr who 
had nonchalantly received the glare while smiling 
mischievously looked exactly like Margrave Moudon. 

| had thought that they weren’t alike, but when | 
compared them like this, | realised that they are. Isn’t that 
normal? 

“Zephyr, don’t upset Julius too much before he gets to 
the hall.” 

Margrave chuckled while saying. 

“Father,” the two brothers turned around and stiffened 
when they saw that | was standing behind the Margrave. It 
was normal for them to be surprised if their classmate 
suddenly walked in through the backdoor with their father. 
In addition, | had refused Zephyr’s invitation. That was 
completely his father’s fault though. 

| waved at the frozen Zephyr while wondering what to do. 

“\.. Kaldia?” 

“Good evening, Zephyr.” 

“Huh? Why? | thought you said you had a prior 
engagement today...” 

“Oh, this is my prior engagement. | was invited to 
celebrate the birthday of a mischievous Margrave’s son, and 
he wrote that | should hide this from his son for some 
reason. I’m sorry.” 

| apologised for refusing Zephyr’s invitation a few days 
ago. | don’t Know what you're thinking Margrave, even if you 
stare at me so intently. Even though | was puzzled, | had no 
choice but to do as my acquaintance requested. If you have 
something to say, then say it to your father. 

“... Father?” 

“Hmm? Isn’t it normal for me to send an invitation to my 
friend?” 

The Margrave said with a pleasant smile, and | lowered 
my eyes in amazement. This man is hopeless, he only did 


that to tease his beloved son. 

However, | can see that they trusted each other. Even as 
an outsider, | could immediately see that Zephyr was 
tolerating his father’s meaningless prank, even though he 
wasn’t happy with it. | was a little jealous of that. 

... Anyway, Lucius, who according to Zephyr was suffering 
from stage fright, didn’t seem to have time to talk with me, 
so | ended up killing time by talking to Zephyr about random 
things. 

| guess it was a good thing that | didn’t directly give him 
his present, since just greeting the guests was probably 
impossible for him in this state. 

After that, Julius’s nervousness flew out the window and 
his excitement allowed him to greet the guests splendidly, 
so this time it seemed that Margrave Moudon knew his sons 
well and was good at one or two things. I’m sorry for 
thinking that you are odd. As one would expect, he is a 
capable Margrave. Although, he’s hopelessly doting towards 
his children. 


“... Umm, it’s delicious. | didn’t think | would be able to 
eat Forshbali seafood in the capital.” 

“Really? I’m glad you like it. Fish is hard to come by... 
they don’t get brought from the countryside to the capital 
unless it’s an opportunity like this. There are better ways to 
eat fish when it’s caught fresh from the sea.” 

“Does it need to be fresh?” 

“Yes. You cut the fish into thin slices, sear it and eat it 
with lume vinegar. It’s very tasty and refreshing.” 

“It’s also delicious when you eat it with gaelberries and 
onocera oil sauce.” 

Lume and gaelberries are sour vegetables grown in the 
north in Forshbali and Ugaul. Like fruits, they’re made into 
jam, vinegar and pie fillings. 

“| see,” | nodded my head as the image of seared tuna 
with lemon juice popped up in my mind. | couldn’t help but 


be amazed at my own mind for remembering unimportant 
memories such as this, all of a sudden, even though | 
couldn’t remember the game’s scenario anymore. Well, for 
the woman whose memories these belong to, the meals she 
had in her daily life were probably more familiar and 
important to her than the games she played in her spare 
time before her death. 

“And this is lume pie. You’ve probably never had it 
before.” 

“Oh, I’ve heard about them, but I’ve never had them 
before. I'll have a slice.” 

Zephyr cut up a piece of pie for me, then he looked at 
Lucius and | had the feeling that they were holding back 
their laughter. | put the pie in my mouth while puzzled and 
chewed. 


a“ 





The strong sour taste that immediately spread in my 
mouth almost made me shout, “Sour!” That was how sour it 
tasted. It was astringent. No, the astringent taste wasn’t 
that strong, but it was really sour. 

Zephyr laughed when he saw my reaction. | almost glared 
at him for a second, but | thought better of it and fixed my 
expression, then | ate the rest of the pie. The pie crust was 
sweetly seasoned, so | was able to enjoy the rest of the pie 
once | realised how sour it was. 

“Kaldia, how is it? Do you like it?” 

“... | was surprised by how sour it is, but yes, it’s good.” 

“Everyone who tries lume for the first time has the same 
reaction as you. I’m sorry, | thought that you wouldn’t think 
it was that sour if | told you about it beforehand. The main 
component of this pie isn’t the sourness of the lume.” 

“People in the Forshbali fief eat it for the first time when 
they reach pre-adulthood, since children aren’t supposed to 
eat it. | also only had it for the first time the other day, and 
unlike you, | shouted about how sour it was.” 

“| see,” | replied as | took the wine that Lucius offered me 
as a palate cleanser and sipped it. It was delicious, but the 
sourness of the pie made my mouth water. 

... That means... | really must let my shadow, Radka, try 
this once. | can’t be the only one who tastes this sourness. 
Well, it’s delicious even though it’s sour. 

“Zephyr-sama and Lucius-sama.” 

A girl, who looked as if she was welcoming adulthood, 
had seen that the conversation had settled down and 
approached. 

Judging from the crest that was on her dress, she seemed 
to be from the Moudon’s branch house. Zephyr and Lucius 
warmly welcomed their relative and briefly introduced her to 
me. However, she was only introduced as their relative 
Jeltje, perhaps because her status was too low. 

“So, what’s the matter Jeltje?” 


“| have a message from the head of the house in the hall. 
He said that it is about time for you to come back into the 
ballroom. Both of you left for the dining room as soon as the 
pavane was over... Especially you, Lucius, since it’s your 
birthday, please spend a little more time in the hall.” 

Both Zephyr and Lucius smiled thinly... Hmm, it’s hard to 
tell but that’s an annoyed look, right? I’ve seen Margrave 
Moudon wear that look every time the House of Lords 
discussed tax on jewels and ornaments. 

“\.. Well, birthday celebrations are basically balls.” 

As | muttered in agreement with Jeltje, Zephyr quickly 
grabbed my arm while smiling as if he had suddenly thought 
of something good. What is it? 

“How about you join us, Earl Kaldia? There are a lot of 
beautiful ladies from the Moudon House here tonight, so 
please tell me if there’s a girl you like.” 

“... No thank you. | have a virtuous wife named Rashiok... 
Leaving the jokes aside, I'll join you in the hall. Lord Moudon 
invited me here so | can’t just stay in the dining room the 
whole time.” 

| stood up while half-joking about the sentence ina 
classical literature that | had recently read in class. Although 
socialising in the hall is a bit of a hassle, I’m more used to it 
than Zephyr and Lucius, and it wouldn’t be a bad idea to 
accompany them as their friend. 

Also, isn’t that something you say when you’re trying to 
marry off a girl in your bloodline? I’m wearing a man’s outfit, 
but | don’t plan on taking a bride. 

“Earl, who is this Rashiok that you spoke of?” 

“Rashiok is the draconis | raised. Of course, | was joking 
when | said he’s my virtuous wife.” 

When | arrived at the main ballroom, where the orchestra 
was playing music, with Zephyr, Lucius and Jeltje, the ladies 
approached us with great speed and quickly surrounded us. 
Their energy was so strong that | would have died had | 


been on the battlefield. In a way, it was scarier than being 
approached by enemy soldiers with weapons. 

... Even though | was on the host’s side, | now realised 
that Zephyr and Lucius are popular with the ladies. The 
Crown Prince, with his inhumanly good looks, and his close 
aides have overshadowed Zephyr, but the ladies definitely 
adored Zephyr, who had his father’s sister’s hair and 
beautiful velvet eyes. No, it was rather strange for him not 
to stand out. In other words, the Crown Prince’s appearance 
is abnormal. 

| took half a step back, trying to get out of the way of the 
ladies. 

“Hmm, excuse me Zephyr-sama. Who is this?” 

But for some reason, the further | stepped back, the more 
they closed the distance and they even asked Zephyr to 
introduce them to me. Why me? Even if they couldn’t snag 
the two hosts of the party, were they really that desperate 
not to become wallflowers? 

Zephyr introduced me as his schoolmate. The adult ladies 
quietly took half a step back while hiding their faces with 
their fans, probably because they knew of my bad 
reputation, but the pre-adult ladies pressed even closer for 
some reason. 

“Excuse me, Earl Einsbark, would you like to have a 
dance...” 

“No, hmm, please dance with me.” 

“Hey! You said you wanted to dance with Margrave 
Moudon earlier!” 

“Do you like Saraband, Earl? I’m confident in dancing it.” 

| took another step back as they pressured me to dance 
with them. They shortened the distance between us by a 
step again. 

“As expected of an Earl who causes a stir in the capital. 
There are so many people who admire you like | do.” 

Lucius commented with admiration and delight. No, 
you're probably the only eccentric who would admire an 


infamous noble like me. People in the capital mainly talk 
about my cruelty, so it left them no room to admire me. 

Look at the warlike expressions on the ladies’ faces. They 
were probably sent by some noble who thought they could 
somehow make a connection with me, someone who is the 
topic of both good and bad things. 

... Ah, come to think of it, I've been treated weirdly lately. 
This might be an effect of that. 


0000000 


On the way home. It was the birthday celebration of a 
child who had just become a pre-adult, so the celebrations 
ended a little after dusk. | took an unpopular street on my 
way home. 

“Huh? Isn’t that Margrave Freche’s youngest son?” 

Claudia, who was looking out the window of the carriage, 
suddenly said. 

“... Are you acquainted with Margrave Freche?” 

“Nope, not at all. It’s just that one of his sons was a 
classmate of mine and | once attended the Freche’s evening 
party because of that. | saw him then.” 

Claudia said and | pursed my lips together feeling 
unconvinced. She’s catastrophically bad at remembering 
people’s names, so how is it that she remembers the face of 
someone who she hadn't seen in years and isn’t even an 
acquaintance? ... Sometimes at the back of my mind, | think 
that Claudia is a terribly irrational person. 

| had no direct connection with Margrave Freche, but | do 
have a certain connection with Freche fief, since | trade 
horses with Luctfeld. If we become more vigilant against 
foreign nations in the future, then | will have more relations 
with them. 

With that thought in mind, | peeked out the window to 
catch a glimpse of Margrave Freche’s youngest son. 


In the direction Claudia was looking was a boy around the 
age of an adult, and next to him was a girl. They were 
holding hands intimately. The two of them suddenly looked 
our way, perhaps because they had sensed our gazes on 
them. 

The face of the girl was all too familiar. 

Lady Feyria Roguesia, the person who was at the vortex 
of my troublesome problem, was foolishly enjoying a date 
with a man who wasn’t her fiancé. 

“... Lady Feyria.” 

| couldn’t help but say in a stunned voice since she 
looked too unguarded and unapologetic. 

Is she ready to be expelled from high society alongside 
the man she’s dating? Or is this just thoughtless, youthful 
indiscretion? 

Claudia turned towards me and suddenly put on a poker- 
face. When | looked at her, she slid her body out of the 
carriage window like a cat with artistic flexibility. 

My heart skipped a beat, but | was used to this and 
settled my beating heart down with a breath. | felt like my 
life was shortening but complaining to Claudia about this 
would be a waste of time. | guess I'll just have to get used to 
this from now on. 

| can faintly hear her telling the coachman to stop the 
Carriage. The horses gradually slowed down, and as soon as 
the view outside the window slowly came to a standstill, 
Claudia jumped noiselessly from the roof of the carriage as 
her golden hair fluttered in the air. 

_ Please wait, that lady and gentleman over there.” 

Her clear voice echoed in the deserted lane. 

A few figures stirred from around us. They were probably 
the guards of Freche’s son and Feyria. It’s impossible for a 
noble’s son or daughter to walk around unaccompanied no 
matter how safe the noble district is. 

... But still... Margrave Freche may not restrict his son’s 
movements, but | confirmed that the Roguesia House 





doesn’t restrict Feyria’s movements either. This troublesome 
matter is getting more and more troublesome. 

The troublesome couple turned towards Claudia in 
surprise. | let out a small groan as their faces quickly paled. 
They are students of the Academy. Students who live in the 
dormitory are not allowed to leave the Academy without 
permission from their respective head of house... The fact 
that they paled meant that they had snuck out of the 
Academy without permission. Do | even need to protect 
them depending on their reason? 

“Wh-what is it...?” 

Freche’s son asked Claudia, who had stopped them ina 
panic. 

Claudia approached Feyria with a stern expression on her 
face... This was the first time | had seen this expression on 
her face. | always thought that Claudia was very calm even 
though she was belligerent, and she never exposed her 
animosity towards others. 

“You are the daughter of Viscount Roguesia and you are 
the son of Margrave Freche, am | correct? Where are your 
attendants?” 

aE 

“You lost sight of them? This is a serious matter. I’ll take 
you back to the Academy.” 

“|-it’s alright! We can’t trouble a stranger like that!” 

With a pale face, Freche’s son shielded Feyria behind him 
before taking a step away from Claudia. Claudia maintained 
her stern expression and shook her head, “Don’t mind it.” 

“It will be night soon and the Academy is still some 
distance away. Besides, My Lord would very much like 
to speak with Lady Roguesia.” 

“Hii,” Feyria’s shoulders jumped. Her eyes showed she 
was frightened, but she timidly looked over Claudia’s 
shoulders. 

Then, when she saw me looking out of the carriage 
window. 








“Ah 

Her eyes widened in surprise, and she helplessly slumped 
down onto the ground. Freche’s son quickly took her into his 
arms to support her, but he wasn’t strong enough and they 
both almost fell to the ground. 

Claudia pulled both of them up in a very appropriate 
manner. 

“Hmm, it seems like you are both very tired.” 

The words she spoke to the people who she had captured 
were terribly shameless. 


” 
. 


“Now... Can you tell me what’s going on?” 

| led the two captures to the small parlour in my 
townhouse instead of the Academy dormitory. Claudia, 
Oscar, who has been rapidly rising to the position of being in 
charge of data processing, and | surrounded the two, 
making it look like a stress-interview. 

Naturally, the young couple froze in fright. The colour in 
Feyria’s face had drained away... Even if | say they’re 
young, I’m clearly younger than them. 

“Where were you two going unaccompanied? And you 
Lady Feyria are engaged to be married. It is unacceptable 
for you to be walking alone on the streets with a man. Do 
you have the Academy permit with you? | have to tell the 
Academy that I’ve taken you into custody. Can you let me 
see the permit?” 

| held my hand out while asking them to give me the 
permit and Freche’s youngest sound looked up with a sharp 
glare. 

“Why do | have to give you the permit? If you are taking 
us into custody, then the head of house or his wife should 
come out and talk to us.” 

Hah. Oh yeah, | introduced myself as Feyria’s 
acquaintance in the carriage, but | haven’t officially 
introduced myself yet. 


“Pardon me. | am Eliza Kaldia Einsbark. | am the feudal 
lord of Kaldia fief located in Jugfena. | have business with 
Lady Feyria’s father, Viscount Roguesia, and as such, | am 
somewhat acquainted with Lady Feyria.” 

“Einsbark? That... That Einsbark?” 

Which Einsbark? Well, I’m the only minor who holds the 
Einsbark name, so he is probably referring to me. | nodded 
and Freche’s youngest son stopped talking in a daze. 

Then, he looked down again as if he was flinching. Hey, 
what about the permit? 

“... Lady Feyria.” 

| reluctantly turned towards Feyria and she faintly opened 
the mouth that she was biting and shivered. 

“I, | was just on my way to my fiancé’s townhouse, the 
Agren House. He said he had something he wished to talk to 
me about in private... Hmm, Corneille Freche is an old friend 
of mine, and he was accompanying me to the Agren House.” 

| decided to ignore the introduction of Freche’s youngest 
son for now. 

Agren? | tilted my head at Feyria’s mention of the house 
which | hadn’t thought | would hear here. 

“Something he wishes to tell you in private, was it? So, 
that’s why you sneaked out of the Academy?” 

“4. Yes.” 

She admitted that she had left the Academy without 
permission as if she had concluded that it was no longer 
something she could hide. 

“| don’t know what he wishes to discuss, but it’s about 
my marriage. My fiancé is the Viscount Agren’s son.” 

“Il know. After all, the reason why | am getting acquainted 
with you is because Viscount Agren asked me to ensure that 
the marriage between the Agren and Roguesia Houses 
proceeds smoothly.” 

| don’t know what Viscount Agren was thinking, but | spat 
out that information in irritation. Now that they’ve 


summoned Feyria silently to me, | don’t have to hide the 
church’s request from her. 

“Huh...” 

“Viscount Agren requested that the church ask me to 
ensure that you aren’t half-hearted about your engagement. 
Well, | was keeping an eye on you since your father and 
Viscount Agren are suspicious.” 

“No way...” 

Feyria hid her mouth as if she couldn’t believe this. She 
seemed very upset. Her fingertips weakly grabbed the 
Sleeves of Freche’s youngest son on reflex. 

“.,. Wait a minute, Earl Kaldia. Your story is very different 
from ours.” 

Freche’s youngest son, who had slumped down, began to 
whisper in a low voice. Perhaps he had been encouraged by 
her fingertips. 

It was hard to hear him. | frowned and frightened him 
unnecessarily. Unlike the old men at the House of Lords, it 
was very difficult to be frightened about every single thing. 
But before that, isn’t it a little pathetic for him to be so 
intimidated by a child who is younger than him? | wish he 
would put more strength into his back and abdominal 
muscles and sit up straighter. 

“What's different? Is that your excuse for sneaking out of 
the Academy in broad daylight with a young lady who is 
engaged to be married?” 

“No! Feyria’s engagement is... Feyria isn’t the person who 
caused the friction in the first place. The two of them, no, it 
was him who wanted to break off their engagement!” 

Don’t yell all of a sudden. Staying silent, then shouting, 
what an emotionally unstable guy. Are you alright? | couldn’t 
help but worry about him. 

Freche’s youngest son, Corneille Freche said this: 

He and Feyria’s fiancé, Gosta Agren, were childhood 
friends who spent most of their childhood together in their 
capital townhouse. 


After entering the Academy, the three of them, including 
Feyria, began to spend their school days together. 

However, their relationship began to change somewhat 
when Gosta entered third year and Corneille and Feyria 
entered second year. 

The reason for this was because Gosta had taken a liking 
to a different girl. As Gosta began spending more and more 
time with that girl, Feyria and Corneille naturally started 
spending more time together. After that, their relationship 
became what | had expected. 

The three of them began to talk about their futures as 
Gosta, who was a year older than them, was about to 
graduate from the Academy. Gosta said his engagement 
with Feyria was over and that pledged to persuade his 
father, Viscount Argen, to let him marry the woman he 
loves, so he left for Argen fief after his graduation. 

“Then, he sent us a few letters, but it seemed that wasn’t 
able to persuade his father. But this time, Viscount Agren 
Summoned us because he was moved by Gosta’s 
persuasion and wanted to hear the story from the three of 
us before thinking it over.” 

| listened silently as Freche’s youngest son tried his best 
to explain the situation in an unfamiliar way. 

... What can | say? 

Am | dumbfounded or unamused? | just looked at him, 
and the serious Feyria next to him, while feeling like this. 

“Feyria and Gosta are good friends and everyone at the 
Academy know that they’re engaged. Therefore, we couldn’t 
do anything that would damage the reputation of both 
families such as ask permission to go out of the Academy to 
discuss breaking off the engagement...” 

Perhaps he had finished what he wanted to say. Freche’s 
youngest son hung his head down again as if he had ended 
his speech. He had done this purposely, perhaps because he 
wanted my sympathy. 


| had no room to sympathise with his story, so | 
pretended | hadn’t seen him do that. 

| was unsure of what to say, so | glanced at Oscar. 

He blatantly looked like he had a headache. | also want to 
show that feeling on my face too. 

“... | see. | understand your circumstances. | have a few 
things | want to add.” 

| said while feeling gloomy and Corneille and Feyria 
looked at me dubiously. | have to say this even if you look at 
me like that... 

“| have done some research on Lady Feyria’s 
engagement. There are a few things | haven’t investigated 
yet, but this is the conclusion | have reached with the 
information | have. It is almost impossible to annul the 
engagement between the Agren and Roguesia Houses.” 

“... Excuse me?” 

Corneille looked displeased. It instantly became annoying 
to talk, so | looked at Oscar. He nodded sternly, like the Earl, 
and began to explain on my behalf. 

“The engagement between the Agren and Roguesia 
Houses involves a debt owed by the Roguesia House. About 
15 years ago, the Agrens and Roguesias got along well 
because of the relationship between their wives, so they 
decided to start a new company in Viscount Roguesia’s fief. 
At that time, it was the Agrens who provided the capital for 
this company. The capital amount was so massive, that both 
families were legally required to be related, so they 
engaged their son and daughter together.” 

This was around the time that Feyria was born. Viscount 
Agren’s wife was from the Ryunfeld region and was 
childhood friends with Feyria’s mother. 

“| won't go into details, but the business failed. Both 
families increased their debt in order to make up for the 
failure, and the business has finally become profitable in the 
last five years or so. However, the Roguesia House borrowed 
money from the Agren House and the Agren House 





borrowed money from their guardian, the Nordsterms. 
Simply put, they were subleasing.” 

“No way... Are you saying that father is in debt?” 

“Yes, he is. Because of this, the Roguesias and Agrens 
must reduce their debt to less than a tenth, or three million 
alcs, before they can break off the engagement. If they do, 
then they will go bankrupt, have their titles revoked, forfeit 
their rights to rule and their lands will be subject to 
acquisition.” 

Feyria’s face grew pale as Oscar continued to speak in an 
indifferent tone. | could see that despair was slowly seeping 
into her eyes. The relationship between in-laws would have 
been included in the Academy lectures, so if she had kept 
that possibility in mind, then she wouldn’t be so shocked, 
but that’s none of my business. This is all due to her own 
lack of foresight. 

On the contrary, Corneille, who was sitting next to Feyria, 
seemed to be seriously thinking about something. Well, if 
it’s Margrave Freche, then he could easily pay 5 million alcs 
as an engagement gift for his son’s bride. He seemed to be 
thinking about how much he could intervene with his 
family’s power. 

“... This is the only thing | Know about the situation. I’m 
not directly involved with that business, so | have no way to 
find out more information.” 

Corneille raised his face which had been hidden by 
thoughts at my words and looked straight at me. 

His expression isn’t bad. It didn’t look like he didn’t care, 
but he was looking at the reality of the situation and was 
trying to deal with it. He is the son of a Margrave, after all. 
Ideally, it would be better for him if he was always 
suspicious of his surroundings. 

“How much does the Roguesia House owe?” 

“| don’t know. | believe they have reached their limit 
once, and have been profitable for the last five years, so I'd 
say between 10 and 15 million alcs.” 


“15 million...” 

It might be more or less than that. However, only the 
debtor, lender and the person who issued the promissory 
note in the Ministry of Finance may view the debt records. 
The Roguesias may have other debts and donations that 
have nothing to do with the Ministry of Finance, but that’s 
not the point right now. 

Corneille wrinkled his brow. One could buy a small fief 
with 15 million alcs. This amount isn’t something a student 
can easily obtain. 

“That’s 10 years of my pay. That’s quite a lot of money!” 
Claudia, who had been listening to the conversation in 
silence, commented with a mixture of admiration and light- 
heartedness. She had been ordained as a knight. Her salary 

and that of Oscar’s comes from the person who had 
established the Knight Order. In other words, their salary 
came from my private funds and Kaldia’s tax revenue. Their 
annual salary was around 1.5 million alcs. 

Their salary would be higher if they belonged to a Knight 
Order directly managed by the Kingdom. The highest- 
ranking knights in the kingdom, the Imperial Knights, have 
an annual salary of around 3.5 million alcs. Border knights 
get around 3 million alcs per annum and their salary is 
higher if they are officers. 

By the way, knights are paid rather well among nobles. 
They earn more per annum than the average baron. 

Silence fell in the parlour. Oscar whispered something to 
Claudia and left the room. 

| noticed that it had already gotten dark outside of the 
window. | wonder if | should prepare some refreshments for 
the two guests. There was no way | could return them to the 
Academy now anyway. 

“... There’s something | would like to ask you.” 

Corneille sooke up after a few moments of hesitation. 
Feyria pulled his sleeve anxiously, but he didn’t turn his 
gaze away from me. 


“What is it?” | asked, and Corneille replied firmly, even 
though he was frightened. 

“Earl Einsbark, what do you wish will happen to the 
engagement between the Rogeusia and Agren Houses? | 
would like to Know your true intentions.” 

His question was tactlessly frank. 

... Claudia laughed in satisfaction next to me. Is ita 
chivalrous question? 

“| don’t think asking another noble about their true 
intentions would work.” 

When | said that while holding back my sigh, Claudia 
laughed with a low, cat-like purr. Noisy. If | evaded this 
question, then Claudia might poke my side, so | answered 
his question. 

“... Honestly, | don’t care if this marriage happens or not. 
This marriage doesn’t benefit my fief. However, | will also be 
affected if this engagement is annulled, and the houses fall 
to ruin because of debt. | have no choice but to act.” 

“O0.0 

“... ’m willing to overlook the actions of a certain noble’s 
son, as long as they can arrange for an amicable 
annulment.” 

| was annoyed at being pressed, so | blurted those words 
out. 


I’m going to send out a few messengers and make some 
major changes to my schedule from tomorrow. 

There were a lot of circumstances that | couldn’t fully 
explain when | was talking to Corneille, so | ended up talking 
in a curt manner, but backing up his plan would also be 
good for my circumstances. If things have gone this far, 
then it would be quicker and less troublesome to get the 
parties involved to end the engagement amicably. As for 
me, someone who got caught up in all this, | don’t care what 
happens as long as the trouble is quickly cleared up. 


It was strange for Viscount Agren, who couldn’t annul the 
engagement nor have any intentions of doing so, to 
Summon Feyria. According to Corneille, the house of the 
lady who Gosta Agren loves earns most of their money from 
agriculture. Oscar managed to gather some simple data on 
her house, but there was no indication that her family 
owned any assets that would allow them to manage 
Viscount Agren’s debts. Therefore, Viscount Agren didn’t 
Summon Feyria to discuss the annulment of her 
engagement. Then, what the heck is the Viscount thinking? 
... If anything happens to Feyria’s engagement at this time, 
then the ones who will suffer the most will be me and the 
Rogeusia House. 

Agren House has a powerful backer named Nordstem. 
Even if something happens to Feyria and they lost their 
engagement with the Roguesia House, they weren’t in 
danger of falling to ruin, as long as their financial backer 
provided them with money. 

Roguesia House would receive the most damage since 
they would actually be ruined, and then | would suffer from 
the aftermath of that for not being able to prevent their ruin. 

Arxian nobles disliked the ruin of noble families. Nobles 
are stable because they are bound by the law, they might 
not earn a lot of money, but they have a lot of 
responsibilities. They wanted to eliminate the possibility of 
having to find a replacement for the ruined noble. If the 
Roguesia House is ruined, then | will certainly be held 
responsible until a replacement for their house is appointed. 
| will also receive unfavourable criticism... 

That being said, he had probably summoned Feyria 
because Marquis Nordsterm had ordered him to. 

He probably acted in order to banish Earl Thelesia and | 
from high society. 

... Did the Marquis have Feyria sneak out of the Academy 
so that he could speak to her without permission? 


The Academy is isolated from the outside world. Students 
can’t get information about the outside world and can only 
hear about the noble world through rumours, unless they 
heard about it from their parents. On the other hand, it was 
easy for people to know what happens inside of the 
Academy. A lot of people worked at the Academy, and they 
can be used as a source of information. 

| have also privately funded two noble-born commoner 
women to work on preparing the lecture classes and Earl 
Thelesia is connected to many people who work at the 
Academy. 

The Academy doesn’t directly have anything to do with 
politics, but for nobles who are trying to manipulate the 
power of the capital, it is meaningful for them to know about 
information inside of the Academy. In my case, aS someone 
who governs her own fief, | only hire people to gather 
information when I’m not in the Academy. 

... ’m going off topic. 

In other words, it’s not possible to predict how Feyria’s 
engagement is known within the Academy, nor what she 
would do when she is summoned to discuss her 
engagement annulment. 

This is especially true if there are people around Feyria 
who are working for Agren. It wouldn’t seem suspicious 
since they’re engaged. 

| don’t Know what they are planning to do once they 
summon her. But it’s safe to think that the Agrens have 
some kind of plan to break off the engagement with Feyria. 
| was just lucky to have caught Feyria and Corneille 
before they went to the Agren House. 

But | couldn’t let this opportunity pass. 





Chapter 6 


| heard a faint clattering sound. The window was forced 
open from the outside and | could feel someone creeping 
into the room. Peeking through a small gap, | saw an 
unknown man who was obviously not a servant of this 
house, carefully observing his surroundings. 

| just silently dug my fingernails into the peel of the fruit 
in my hand. A faint sweet scent spread around the room. 

... |[Shouldn’t have gone into a small cabinet in summer. 
It was hot. My body was sticky with sweat, and the air was 
stuffy and stifling. | shouldn’t be playing hide-and-seek at 
my age. 

The man who was outside of the cupboard left the room; 
his footsteps were quiet and careful. My sharp ears, which | 
had inherited from my father, picked up the faint sound of 
him closing the door tightly. 

| bit into the soft flesh of the fruit that | had just peeled, 
and its thick, sweet nectar overflowed. | spat that out into 
my palm which filled the air with a thick, sweet scent. 

Finally, | crawled out of the cabinet. 

The small parlour in the rundown mansion remained quiet 
as it was when | went into the cabinet. 

... [looked through the open window and saw that the 
furniture was still in place. 

| looked up at the upper floor. | didn’t have anything to 
worry about since | trusted them. | can just go up slowly 
when | hear the commotion. 

| took a bite of the fruit in my hand with that in mind. | 
quenched my thirst with the sweet fruit which had the same 
texture as a peach. 


There was a clattering noise mixed with a scream 
and a snarl of a beast. 

| got off the sofa after making sure that it had turned 
completely silent. 

Finally. | don’t Know what kind of person he is, but the 
intruder seemed to be very careful. It took me almost half 
an hour to get to the room | wanted in this small mansion. 

| had already eaten the fruit and wiped the nectar from 
my hands. 

The mansion was completely silent even after | had left 
the parlour. There weren’t many servants in this mansion to 
begin with, but they went out to buy groceries or work in the 
kitchen during the day, so the number of servants in the 
mansion reduced even further. Especially today, since ‘I’ 
was going to be at the House of Lords, the servants 
prioritized their tasks outside of the mansion. 

| walked up the stairs to the second floor. The door of one 
of the guest rooms which was located directly above the 
parlour was left open. It was the room | had assigned for 
Feyria since she would be absent from the Academy for 
three days. 

| stepped into the room. The teacup that | had lent Feyria 
was broken, and the fragments were scattered on the floor. 

Feyria was curled up at the edge of her bed while 
trembling in fear and the intruder was struggling silently on 
the floor in front of her bed. There were two people and one 
animal pinning down the intruder. 

“... Hey, the cup is broken. I’m sure | told you not to let 
anything break.” 

“We didn’t break it, he did.” 

Gunter said with a displeased expression on his face, 
then he put more weight onto the man who he was pinning 
down. The man rolled onto the floor and his mouth moved 
painfully. The man breathed unsteadily, and drool dripped 
from the corner of his mouth. | could tell at a glance that he 
couldn’t catch his breath. 





He wouldn’t bite his tongue to commit suicide this way, 
and his actions and thoughts would be much more 
restricted. Not being able to breathe is a very painful thing, 
and your body won’t even let you think about death. 

“Strip him naked and tie him up before he suffocates, and 
stuff his mouth so that he can’t commit suicide.” 

“Tl know.” 

Theo, the other person who was pinning down the 
intruder, began to tie him up as he had done before with the 
bandits. 

Finally, Rashiok, who was crushing the intruder with his 
huge body, looked at me proudly and barked. He swept his 
tail on the floor, but he was a draconis, not a dog, and his 
tail was more like a snake, so he didn’t sweep any dust 
around. He had been able to sniff the fruity scent that had 
told him that a man had intruded and passed this message 
onto Gunter and Theo. Draconis are really smart creatures. 

Theo and Gunter didn’t usually come to this house, so 
they didn’t know who the servants were, therefore it was 
possible for them to make a mistake while seizing the 
intruder. | came up with this solution and informed Rashiok 
about the intruder with fruit. Rashiok was able to smell the 
scent from the second floor and together they caught the 
intruder. 

“I’ve shown you something unsightly, Lady Feyria. May | 
pull down the curtains of your bed?” 

When | spoke to Feyria, who was still pale and shaking, 
her shoulders jumped in fright. She hadn’t been told about 
the possibility of an attack, so she seemed very surprised. 
She didn’t seem to have been involved in the fight, and she 
looked pale at the sight of the seized man. 

Then, she asked in a thin voice, “Hmm, is it possible... for 
me to move to another room?” 

“It would be better for you to stay close to us. I’m not 
comfortable with leaving you alone under these 


circumstances. I’ll pull the curtains down. This isn’t 
something an unmarried woman should see.” 

| quickly pulled down the curtains, not caring that Feyria 
still looked like she had something she wanted to say. At the 
same time, the sounds of Theo mercilessly tearing and 
removing the clothes from the intruder echoed through the 
room. 

A small scream sounded from inside of the curtains. Well, 
an ordinary noble woman wouldn’t hear sounds like this. 
The man, who was being mercilessly tied up by Theo, 
seemed to be gasping under Rashiok’s weight. But even 
though he was dazed from the lack of oxygen, he stared at 
me with confusion and astonishment, wondering what was 
going on. 

He probably saw me departing for the House of Lords 
with two prominent escort knights in tow. 


A child with black hair and red eyes. It must have 
matched exactly with what this man had been told about 
‘my’ appearance beforehand... Well, of course, that child 
was an imposter, and | hadn’t actually left the mansion. 

Anyhow, the mission went well. It seemed like the perfect 
opportunity for them to do something to Feyria with the 
master, guards, and servants out of the house, but... too 
bad. 

“Milord, look at this. There’s something that looks like a 
family crest on this man’s clothes.” 

Theo tossed me the intruder’s clothes. | nodded at Gunter 
and Theo after confirming that the lining was indeed 
embroidered with the Agren House crest. 

“Indeed. Throw him into the winter preparations rooms 
when you've finished tying him up. All that’s left is for 
Freche’s son to get his act together.” 


Gunter handed the man over to the military police for 
questioning. 


The intruder was wearing a standard uniform supplied to 
servants in lower class noble homes in case he was spotted 
by another servant. 

It was impossible to tailor an outfit for the intruder since 
the attack was unplanned and sudden. They probably made 
him wear that outfit to increase his chances of successfully 
completing his mission, fully aware that the chances of 
failure were high. 

The Agren crest sewn into the lining of the intruder’s 
outfit was treated as conclusive evidence, and Viscount 
Agren was accused of attacking the Kaldia House and 
attempting to assassinate a noble on the same day. 

In the evening the next day, Earl Kaldia, Viscount Agren, 
the daughter of Viscount Roguesia, who was thought to be 
the target of the intruder, and her father, Viscount Roguesia, 
were summoned to the church located in the noble district, 
where a trial would take place with the judiciary members 
and priests. 

In just a few days, through this dispute amongst the 
lower nobles, the number of people involved with the 
trouble was discovered. This large-scale event became the 
impetus for a crackdown on illegal acts committed by nearly 
100 nobles. 

The priest, who was acting as a judge, noted down in his 
record that the Earl and Viscount were each looking very 
grim. 


On the surface, Viscount Agren, who had been forced 
from the side of the hunter to the side of the hunted, was 
trying to keep his composure. However, his eyes were filled 
with hatred, unexpectedly, his hatred was directed at 
Viscount Roguesia. 

On the other hand, Viscount Roguesia, was also staring at 
Viscount Agren with an extremely cold expression on his 
face. | couldn’t grasp the relationship between them and 
could only look at them while feeling out of place. 





Well, it was actually Feyria who was the target of the 
attack, and | was merely someone who got dragged in 
because | had provided her with a place to stay. 


As | watched sparks secretly fly between these two 
viscounts, | wondered how things would turn out. | 
remembered these past three crazy days and got caught up 
thinking about the future. 

When Feyria heard that her friend, Earl Kaldia, had 
developed a high fever on her way home from an outing, 
she rushed out of school and went to visit me. But 
unfortunately, my illness had passed onto her, and she also 
caught a fever, so it was decided that she would stay at the 
Kaldia mansion since | couldn’t let her go back to the 
Academy with a fever. 

Firstly, that was ‘why’ Feyria was staying at my mansion. 
| told both the Academy and Roguesia House about this on 
the same day she had come over. 

| sent my messengers to five places on that day. 

One of them went to the House of Lords to inform them 
that | wouldn’t be attending the meeting that was 
happening on the following day. 

One went to Earl Thelesia to report the current situation, 
my predictions about what was going to happen and the 
actions that | would be taking based on those predictions. 

The last one went to Kaldia fief to summon Gunter, Theo 
and Rashiok to the capital. Rashiok and his sweetheart, the 
white draconis, brought the three of them to the capital 
within a day. The wings of a draconis are really powerful. 

" So, when Earl Kaldia returned from the House of 
Lords, the intruder had already been captured by her fief 
soldiers who were staying at the mansion.” 

| nodded even though the judge was just confirming the 
contents of the report. 





“| was at the House of Lords during the day, so | wasn’t 
directly present at the time of the attack. The servants were 
attending to business outside, so there weren’t many people 
present at the mansion, but I’m glad Lady Feyria is safe.” 

| said calmly, but of course it was all a lie. Radka was the 
one who had attended the House of Lords meeting, not me, 
and | was the one who had directly given the order to 
capture the culprit. 

Feyria, who was standing at the corner of my eyes, knew 
the truth, but she looked down. Yes, that’s right, keep quiet 
and don’t say anything unnecessary; that is if you want to 
annul your engagement with the Agrens and marry Corneille 
Freche. 

“If you have any excuses, then let’s hear it, Viscount 
Agren. The assailant wore a servant’s uniform that had the 
Agren House’s crest on it. | have also confirmed with the 
heraldry department that the crest was made for the Agren 
House. That is enough to prove that you are responsible for 
the attack.” 

“... It is true that the crest worn by the assailant who 
attacked the Kaldia mansion belongs to my house. However, 
| don’t remember hiring such a person at all. You will find 
that I’m telling the truth if you check my family’s 
employment logs.” 

Viscount Agren said with a pained expression on his face. 

“| see,” the judge muttered. | was a little impressed with 
how they were able to prepare for a search in one day. So, 
nothing unsavoury would be uncovered even if the whole 
house is searched. 

Viscount Roguesia glared at Viscount Agren provocatively. 
He is also a noble, the unusual calmness that he had shown 
in our first meeting had completely vanished and it made 
me think that he was a different person. 

“Also, why must | have my son’s fiancée killed?” 

“... | don’t know what you were going to do to my 
daughter, but you can’t say that you don’t have a motive, 


Viscount Agren.” 

Viscount Roguesia’s cold voice interrupted Viscount 
Agren’s theatrical defence. 

“I’m planning on suing Viscount Agren for another matter. 
There’s a serious problem with the business we’re running 
together, a problem that Viscount Agren had deliberately 
created, and he must have thought he could stop me from 
prosecuting him if he threatened my daughter.” 

“What nonsense!” 

Viscount Agren laughed off Viscount Roguesia’s words. He 
must have finished cleaning house and was confident that 
there would be no proof even if he was accused. He looked 
down on Viscount Roguesia who was glaring at him sharply. 

“What are you accusing me of? I’ve been supporting your 
business for many years with devotion, and now your 
accounts are in the black a 

“Viscount Agren, would you refrain from speaking? | want 
to listen to Viscount Roguesia’s statement.” 

The priest interrupted Viscount Agren who kept on 
talking. Viscount Agren choked on his words and glared at 
the priest in annoyance. The military policeman who was 
standing behind the Viscount thrusted the end of his 
weapon onto the ground and he finally stopped talking. 

“Now then, please continue with what you were saying 
earlier, Viscount Roguesia.” 

Viscount Roguesia, who was prompted to speak again by 
the judge, seemed to think his accusations were truly 
frightening. His face quickly paled, and his shoulders 
Slumped down. Feyria, who was standing next to him, 
anxiously grabbed his arm while confused, then Viscount 
Roguesia finally opened his mouth. 

“Yes... Simply put, | want to accuse Viscount Agren of 
causing people to become addicted to the beeswax we 
produce in the business that | co-own with him.” 

“Addiction? Are you... Sure?” 





| guess the judge didn’t expect to hear such a word in 
such a small trial. His face twisted in surprise and suspicion. 

“Yes. It was Viscount Agren who brought in the beeswax 
manufacturing method. He signed a sales contract for the 
process, guaranteeing its safety.” 

After glancing at Viscount Roguesia, who had begun to 
stammer, an attentive military police officer gently offered 
me a cup of tea since | was now an outsider. He dropped a 
few drops of the tea onto the saucer to check for poison, 
then withdrew smoothly. The capital’s military police are 
excellent. They’re well-disciplined and slick. 

While | was elegantly sipping on the tea, Viscount 
Roguesia’s statement had caused both the judge and the 
priest to pale. 

According to him, they started producing that addictive 
beeswax five years ago, and the wholesale route was 
entrusted to Viscount Agren. They also produce normal 
beeswax, and although there isn’t much different in the way 
the two types are made, there weren’t any addictive 
components in the normal beeswax. 

“What exactly is the difference between the two types of 
beeswax?” 

“Well... roughly speaking, the wax is refined by adding 
the rembia juice.” 

“Rembia juice? That can’t be. Rembia flowers are 
Supposed to be non-toxic.” 

The priest frowned. It’s true that the flowers themselves 
aren’t toxic. It would have been well-known if it was, since 
the flower is a garden species. 

“However, when the dehydrated juice from the ripe fruit 
is mixed with honey and burnt, then the fumes become 
poisonous.” 

“I’ve never heard about that before...” 

“When the rembia fruits are ripe, they give off a strong 
odour that stings the eyes and nose, so basically all 
cultivated plants are plucked at a certain time.” 


“Oh... | see.” 

The judge, who probably left all plant management to the 
gardener, nodded uncertainly. The priest, on the other hand, 
probably took care of the plants at the monastery since he 
nodded in agreement. 

“Certainly, if the addictive properties of the beeswax and 
the sales contract of the manufacturing method are 
admitted as evidence, then Viscount Agren will be charged 
with defrauding Viscount Roguesia and trafficking drugs into 
the kingdom. I’m sure you will be accused of being involved 
in the drug trafficking as well, but...” 

“Wait, I’m not involved in that! All that is just Viscount 
Roguesia’s nonsense. | don’t know anything about plants. 
How could | possibly come up with a way like that to 
produce poison?” 

Viscount Agren raised his voice because he couldn’t bear 
with it anymore. 

“You already know that a few days ago, | confessed in 
private that | suspect that Viscount Roguesia is evading tax. 
He’s trying to frame me in order to cover up his own 
wrongdoings!” 

“What?!” 

Viscount Roguesia, who had remained calm until this 
point, finally stood up because of what Viscount Agren had 
said. 

As | sipped on the delicious tea that had been provided 
by the military police, | waved my hand at Claudia, who was 
standing behind me, to signal that it was time to end this 
confusing situation. 

Adults are full of lies. | was appalled. 

The ugly truth of the two Viscount’s quarrel was apparent 
to me, who had relied on Earl Thelesia’s information 
network after | saw that my own information network was 
limited for this matter, and | was amazed at how quickly 
they spoke with a double-tongue. 


What the two Viscounts were saying was a mixture of 
exaggeration and lies. They had colluded and this was the 
worst possible way of them cutting each other off for profit. 
The beeswax manufacturing and trafficking as well as tax 
evasion... the dispute over their children’s engagement was 
a camouflage to allow them to act in secret, and | was 
dragged into this because they couldn’t get out of the 
situation no matter how much they struggled. 

I’m going to have Viscount Roguesia alter the third-party 
evidence of those illegal activities that Earl Thelesia had 
given me, and then I’m going to submit it to the two judges, 
then it’ll all be over. 

Viscount Roguesia will be left with a heavy debt, but 
Margrave Freche will take care of them without killing them 
or letting them off either. He should be grateful that 
Margrave Freche accepted his third son’s proposal: ‘you can 
get your hands on Ryunfeld’s fertile land and a large 
beekeeping facility for 15 million alcs’. 

The Agren House’s wrongdoings are definitely connected 
to the Nordsterm House. Earl Theelsia’s goal this time was 
to expose Marquis Nordsterm before he cut off his tail and 
forced him out of the House of Lords, and | was his pawn in 
this occasion. 

... Anyway, it was only a matter of time before this came 
to an end. 

| looked up since a slight discomfort reached my ears. 

“What's wrong?” 

Perhaps because of my sudden movement, everyone in 
the room, including the two Viscounts who were ugly 
arguing, as well as the judge and priest who were listening 
to their conversation calmly, suddenly looked at me. 

| could hear a high-pitched sound rising in the distance. 

“... Is there a commotion outside?” 

“What?” 

The priest was puzzled and quickly motioned to the guard 
who was standing at the door. The guard opened the door. 


At that moment, the room filled with noise, and a 
strange sound of rustling dead leaves filled the room. 

Just then, a guard came rushing in from outside and said, 
“There’s a fire! A fire has broken out in the vicinity! Please 
evacuate!” 

Everyone rose to their feet. The sound was too strange to 
be a mere fire. 

“We will adjourn the meeting due to the emergency 
situation. Everyone, this way please.” 

The priest led the way while looking pale and guards 
were on either side of Viscount Agren and Viscount 
Roguesia. | pacified the confused Feyria and pulled her arm. 
| had lost Claudia who | had sent away to get documents, 
and | wondered if | could properly join with her later. She 
shouldn’t be that far away. 

... At any rate, the commotion occurred at a bad time. | 
hope this commotion doesn’t cause this matter to be swept 
under the rug. 

We quickly walked out of the temple. Everyone gulped 
since they couldn’t believe their eyes. 

The sky was red even though there was still some time 
before dusk. On the other side of the wall that divided the 
city, black smoke was rising from everywhere and there 
were sparkles flashing everywhere. 

“Are those... phosphorescent moths? No way, there’s that 
many?” 

Viscount Roguesia muttered dumbfoundedly. | looked up 
at the sky while feeling the same. 

A red sky... the sky looked red because countless 
phosphorescent moths were swirling in the air. 

The phosphorescent moths swarmed like a surging wave 
and grazed past the commoners’ buildings which caused 
them to flare up. Screams echoed continuously. Everyone 
was speechless at the horrifying and unusual sight. 

“What the hell is going on?” 

“We should evacuate... it’s dangerous here.” 





The priest turned around. 

Then, | was suddenly hit by a strong force which knocked 
me against the wall. The impact ran through my body, and | 
stopped breathing. My weak body slumped to the ground. 

“Everyone, stop moving! Don’t move!” 

Something strongly pressed down on my back, and | 
heard Viscount Agren screaming hysterically right above 
me. When | managed to turn my head, | saw two men in 
black plunging their swords into the bodies of the guards. 

Feyria’s scream pierced the air. | saw Viscount Roguesia 
fall onto the ground without a sound. 

“What—?!” 

Those were the last words of the judge. The sounds of the 
flapping wings of the phosphorescent moths drew closer, 
drowning out his last words. 

The temple garden caught on fire. The fire built up 
gradually, then transferred onto the tunics of the guards 
who were on the ground. | could only watch in dismay as the 
fire spread. 

“Great! | hope you all burn alive in the fire!” 

Viscount Agren gleefully screamed, then he stomped on 
my back and something cold hit me on the back of my left 
hand... 

“AKAAAAHHHHH——!” 

An impulsive scream squeezed its way out of my throat 
and sweat gushed out of my body. My left hand felt hot. It 
was burning with pain. The guard’s spear that Viscount 
Agren had thrusted pinned my left hand to the ground. 

The Viscount laughed loudly, drowning the noise of Feyria 
resisting to escape from the hands of the black-clad 
intruders. The awful sound of fire, screams, and flapping 
wings filled the area, then the sound soon faded far away. 

| bit the back of my mouth and grabbed the hilt of the 
spear that was stabbed into my left hand with my right 
hand. 


My breaths were short as | was still recovering from the 
shock of the impact. My left fingertips twitched from the 
intense pain as | heard a sickening gurgling sound. 

The blade had pierced my hand without damaging my 
bone. Lucky. The nausea would have slowed me down if my 
bone had been damaged. 

| pulled the spear up. The sweat on my palms made my 
grip slippery and | couldn’t lift the spear properly. 

A burning sensation spread through my body because | 
was Close to the fire. I'll be engulfed by flames and will die if 
| don’t hurry... the people who had fallen around me will be 
the same. 

| could see the priest convulsing on the ground. The 
priest and Viscount Roguesia should still be alive. It was 
already too late for the other three. The judge looked like he 
had been stabbed in the chest and the other two guards had 
already been engulfed by the flames. 

| have to save the priest at least. | should be able to send 
Viscount Agren to the guillotine if the priest is saved... Well, 
| have to deal with my own critical situation first though. 

But the heavy metal spear wouldn’t budge in a child’s 
hand. 

| grew more and more impatient. The thought of another 
swarm of phosphorescent moths passing by sent a shiver of 
fear down my spine. | tried to calm my rising breath, but the 
heat made it hot and stuffy. 

... The smell of people burning made me feel awful as | 
was forcefully made to recall some bad memories. | clicked 
my tongue at the sweat that was caused by factors other 
than pain and heat. 

Calm down... Calm down, me. Since it’s already like this 
then why don’t | just pull my hand back as hard as | can and 
rip the flesh between my middle and index fingers with the 
tip of the spear? At worst, | might lose the use of my pinkie 
and middle fingers for the rest of my life, but it would be 


better than being burnt alive here. It’s not even my 
dominant hand. 

. Eliza!” 

Just as | began to think about this, by some stroke of luck, 
a familiar voice called my name from the sky. 

“... Radka, I’m here!” 

There was a burst of fire. A child with black hair and deep 
crimson eyes ran up to me after he tumbled down from 
Rashiok’s back. He frowned when he saw the spear stuck in 
my left hand, then he grabbed the handle with both hands 
and pulled it out of the ground in one slick movement. 

Blood dripped to the ground with a sloshing noise. My 
entire arm shook from the intense, numbing pain. 

| tore off my cloak with my mouth and right hand, and 
with Radka’s help, tied it around my left hand to stop the 
bleeding. | dragged the priest and jumped on Rashiok’s 
back. Rashiok gently floated in the air with Viscount 
Roguesia in his mouth and Radka, the priest and | on his 
back. 

| heard the roaring sound of the wind. | wondered if the 
phosphorescent moths weren’t approaching us, even though 
we were flying through their flock, because Rashiok was 
using his magic to control the wind. 

The downtown area of the capital which was spread out 
below us was in a really bad shape. People ran into narrow 
alleys to escape from the phosphorescent moths. Fire and 
black smoke rose from everywhere and people were 
screaming and shouting. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Rashiok suddenly... put me on his back and ran out of 
the house.” 

“| see,” | nodded. 

Radka didn’t seem to grasp the situation. It must have 
been Rashiok who suddenly went into action. 

If possible, | wanted him to take Theo or Gunter with him 
instead of Radka, but he seemed to have sensed that 





something was wrong and immediately flew to me with the 
closest person, so | couldn’t complain. 

| stroked Rashiok’s neck with my fingertips while feeling 
relieved. 

“Hey, don’t move your injured hand.” 

“It’s stopped bleeding. It’s alright. It won’t get worse if | 
don’t use my palm.” 

The bleeding had already stopped in my tightly bound left 
hand. Pushing the stinging pain out of my mind, | motioned 
Rashiok to go down to the canal. 

Phosphorescent moths were weak against water, so they 
didn’t approach the canal. The commoners, who had failed 
to escape, were huddled in the centre of the canal and 
Shivering. 

“Radka, take care of the wounded. Do your best to make 
sure they don’t die, especially the priest over here.” 

With that simple command, | ripped off the cloak that was 
hindering my movement and pressed it into Radka’s arm so 
he could use it as bandages. “Alright,” Radka widened his 
eyes. Then, he lowered the two unconscious men into the 
high-water. 

“Stay in the canal. Phosphorescent moths don’t go near 
water.” 

“Where are you going with that injury?!” 

“Viscount Agren has escaped with Feyria Roguesia. I’m 
going after them.” 

“HAH?!” Radka screamed behind my back as | ordered 
Rashiok to fly. The wind immediately roared, and | felt my 
organs sinking as we floated into the air. 

“Follow Feyria’s scent, quickly!” 

They couldn’t have gotten far. If he wanted to take 
advantage of the chaos, then he wouldn’t run in a direction 
where there is no chaos, as long as he has his conspicuous 
attendants with him. He would definitely not head towards 
the noble district. 


But since | don’t know who those black-cladded men 
were, | can’t be sure that Feyria and Viscount Agren won't 
split up. Therefore, | had Rashiok rush. 

| won’t let Feyria be taken away. We’re almost there 





Rashiok landed in a hall in the commoner’s district where 
the fire was less intense, and from there, he began running 
fast down the street. He used wind to push away the 
occasional fire sparks and phosphorescent moths as he ran 
down the deserted streets. 

The phosphorescent moths had started behaving 
strangely and were flying in swarms. They were still 
fluttering around in swarms, but they weren’t fluttering like 
waves. 

This is rather eerie, | thought. 

The abnormal behaviour of the monsters has been going 
on for several years. However, they shouldn’t clearly 
deviate from their ecological behaviour unless it was 
because of a natural disaster. The knowledge that | have 
accumulated negates that. 

It was impossible for the phosphorescent moths to cause 
this incident since it wasn’t their normal behaviour. 

So, this must have been caused by someone. 

... People are usually involved when something out of the 
norm happens. | don’t know how they did it, but there is 
someone out there who has the means to make monsters 
and magical beasts rampage. 

Though, | couldn’t find anything in my ‘previous 
memories’ that indicated that such a method was possible. 
| was lost in thought when Rashiok let out a low growl. 

“You found her?” 

| pulled out the sword | wore around my waist. It was a 
ceremonial sword, but that didn’t mean it was inadequate 
aS a weapon. 

| saw two men dressed in black in a small square with a 
fountain. One was carrying Feyria on his shoulder while the 





other was keeping a watchful eye on their surroundings with 
a spear in his hand. 

There was a figure on the other side of the fountain... 
Viscount Agren wasn’t alone. There was one or two people 
standing opposite him. 

Do | need to get Feyria back first? | can’t do anything 
while they’re holding a hostage. | can’t let them take 
her for personal reasons as well. 

“Go, Rashiok. It’s time to hunt.” 

Rashiok instantly sprung out like a released arrow. 

The tip of the spear, which had been swung in panic at 
the sudden attack, bounced off Rashiok’s scales, and 
Rashiok bit into the defenceless body. Rashiok continued 
rushing forward and crushed the fountain, spraying water 
high into the air. 

| jumped off Rashiok’s back at the same time, and my 
rapier stabbed straight through the nape of the man who 
was carrying Feyria. 

Hostages are meaningful when they’re held out in front of 
you like a shield, and not when they’re being carried. 
Remember that in your next life. 

| pulled Feyria off the man’s shoulders as he let out a 
strange sound when the sword pierced his throat. | rolled on 
the ground with her screaming in my arms, blocking the 
impact for the both of us. It was difficult for me to catch a 
sixteen year old girl who was bigger than | am. 

“Stay down.” 

| said in a commanding tone out of habit. | left Feyria who 
was staring at me in a daze and got up. Then, | took the 
spear from the corpse that Rashiok had spat out. It was a 
little heavy, but it would do. 

At that moment, | heard the sound of something heavy 
falling from the other side of the fountain. Two figures 
swayed beyond the raining water and turned around to look 
at me. 





“My, oh my, Eliza Kaldia. It’s been a long time. I’ve come 
to see you, but | didn’t expect to see you so soon. You’re an 
excellent killer, just like your father.” 

There stood a girl in a nun’s uniform; 
definitely the nun who had attacked Kaldia. 


she was 





Chapter 7 


The nun casually stepped over Viscount Agren, who had 
rolled to her legs, and took a step closer to me. 

Viscount. | finally realised that the noise | had 
heard earlier was the sound of the Viscount falling to the 
ground. The falling water pooled on the ground and a dark 
red gradually spread out. 

As the Viscount slowly raised that he had been killed, he 
weakly lifted up his shaking right hand and grabbed the 
hem of the nun’s clothes. 

“Why... did No... rdstrem... me...!” 

His fragmented, slurred words reached my ears even 
though they were muffled by the sound of the water. 

Nordsterm. So that nun is connected to the north. 

“Wilhelmina, is that her? She really does look like him.” 

The woman giggled and her voice sounded husky. The 
lady standing behind the nun, who must have said that, 
casually stepped over Viscount Agren’s head. The Viscount 
groaned and then fell silent. 

She was a tall woman dressed in a simple travelling 
cloak. | couldn’t really see her face because she had her 
hood pulled over her eyes and a cloth wrapped around her 
mouth, but her bare thighs and belly were smooth and dark 
brown. She looked like a prostitute. | could tell from a glance 
that she wasn’t from this kingdom. 

“.,. Who are you guys?” 

They looked at each other when | asked them who they 
were. Then, they laughed. 

“Thanks for asking, Pipsqueak. This girl’s name is 
Wilhelmina, and she is the heroine who will rebuild this 





kingdom. You should speak more respectfully to her. Say, 
you fake, bloody, heroine demon.” 

The woman smirked and spoke in a high-pitched voice as 
if she was reciting a song. 

“And my name is Deiferais. This is the first time that 
we’ve met, Ouwe’s daughter.” 

The spear slipped out of my hand and the end of the 
spear hit the ground with a thud. The sound brought me 
back to my senses slightly and | clenched my fists tightly. 

| never imagined that | would hear that name here and 
now. 

“... | had no idea that my father had rebelled against the 
nation and was hanging out with heretics.” 

| felt a sickening sensation at the back of my throat, as if 
someone was rudely caressing the inside of my chest. | felt 
as if my internal organs were being turned upside down and 
my legs were about to give up on me, so | Supported my 
body with the spear. 

But the intense chills and nauseating feeling was too 
much for me to bear, so | bent over and vomited, not just 
once, but several times as my body convulsed, and | tried to 
push even the tiniest bit of air out of my empty stomach. 

No matter where | go, I’m still the daughter of a 
monstrous scoundrel. Even though | killed Ouwe, his name 
will always follow me forever. What’s ‘Ouwe’s daughter’, 
that phrase is always being said with sarcasm. I'll take that 
fear and contempt that goes with it and turn it around. Why, 
why did | think that | was free from Father’s spell? | haven’t 
changed at all. | am the daughter of the man who 
tormented his people. | am the daughter of the man who 
betrayed his kingdom. I’m the one who killed the father of 
her attendant. I’m someone who is piling up sins just by 
being alive. 

“Oh my, it looks like you hate it so much to the point of 
vomiting. That’s so sad. I’ve been looking forward to 
meeting you, Ouwe’s favourite child.” 





The lady said as if she was enjoying herself a lot. That 
made me feel even more nauseous. 

My head shook. Father’s voice from my memories forcibly 
woke me up. 

Before | knew it, Rashiok, who had been standing right 
next to me, barked menacingly at the two of them. A gust of 
wind roared, forcing them to stumble forward. 

The woman’s cloak and cloth were blown away, revealing 
her full face. Her eyes and nose were distinctly eastern, and 
for some reason, the left side of her face was distorted in a 
strange way. 

It was white ink tattoo. The intricately designed tattoo 
Spread in a crisscross pattern from the right side of her face 
to her arms and legs. 

“Where is Kamil?” 

| didn’t want to deal with her anymore, yes, my 
dislike for Deiferais was growing. However, a voice so thick 
that couldn’t be explained left my mouth and was directed 
at Wilhelmina. 

Wilhelmina tensed for a moment, but then she smiled. 
She smiled repulsively, like a fake holy mother. 

“Who’s that?” 

She said shamelessly. 

| held my spear as an overwhelming impulse surged 
through me, and Rashiok snuggled close to me. The air 
trembled in response to the draconis who had spread his 
wings and growled menacingly. 

“Oh my, how amazing. You’ve got a rare pet, Pipsqueak. 
I’m jealous~~~.” 

The woman’s teasing voice viciously coiled in my ears. | 
forced myself to swallow down my nausea. | held my mouth 
shut, looked up and glared at her. | saw the woman smile 
eerily from the corner of my eyes. 

“I’m jealous, so lend him to me for a bit. I’d love to play 
with it.” 

The woman swayed her empty hands at Rashiok. 





Then, to my disbelief, the tattoos on her body turned a 
poisonous reddish-purple colour while glowing with 
phosphorescence. 

“You said you want to play with it, but we need to get out 
of here soon, Deiferais.” 

“| know, Wilhelmina. I’m only going to play a little. I'll just 
play for a little bit, until that pipsqueak’s heart breaks into 
squishy pieces.” 

The woman smiled disgustingly as she glared at me. 

What the fuck is she going to do? | became more alert 
and readied my spear. 

Dieferais. The heathenism terrorist who was said to have 
infiltrated this kingdom. Is something coming ? | was 
on my guard since | knew | wouldn’t be able to deal with her 
using normal means. 

“Now, let’s play with the pet together!” 

The woman barked in an annoying voice, then Rashiok 
suddenly cried and fell to the ground. 

“Rashiok...?! What did you do?!” 

| thrusted the spear tip at the woman’s, at Deiferais’s 
neck. Deiferais widened her eyes in surprise for a moment, 
but the tip of the spear only ended up brushing against her 
neck. 

The nun deflected the spear with a sword from her side 
and she glared at the nun. Using the momentum of the 
thrust, | made them rotate their bodies, then | swept the 
spear sideways which caused them to leap backwards. 

“Oh my, you’re stronger than | thought.” 

“That’s because she’s relentless. She’s lost all her 
restraints as a person. That’s why she can kill people 
without hesitation. It’s proof that she has inherited her 
father’s psychopathic blood more than anyone else.” 

Those words came out extremely joyfully out of the nun’s 
Wilhelmina’s mouth. My brain went numb from those 
words even though | knew she was Saying it to shake me up. 








You can hurt people unpretentiously. You’re a demon like 
your father. Shut up, | know that well even if you 
don’t say it | thought and yet the back of my teeth 
grinded together loudly. 

| measured the distance. A two-on-one fight is a pretty 
tough situation, but | had no choice but to do something 
about it now that Rashiok had been defeated. 

| adjusted the rhythm of my breathing to sooth my fast 
beating heart. 

“... Don’t glare at me with such a scary face, Pipsqueak. 
Your opponent is someone else.” 

Deiferias applied pressure to her neck which was slowly 
dripping with blood and managed to turn her painfully 
distorted expression into a smile. She slowly spread her 
arms towards the sky. A mysterious pattern of light was 
drawn in the air. 

It sounded as if something was clawing on the ground, 
then Rashiok grasped my neck in a slow motion from 
behind. 

“Rash sae 

... lok. The words that were supposed to follow were cut 
off before they were spoken. | reflexively jumped back and 
Rashiok’s giant body plunged into the ground. 

“... Rashiok?” 

| called his name half in a daze because he was clearly 
acting erratic. 

He laid down on the ground again and scratched the 
ground with his forefeet while groaning in pain. He was 
foaming at the mouth and his pupils were narrowed and 
dilated, as if he was extremely excited. 

What the fuck is going on? Goosebumps rose all over my 
body because of my unpleasant hunch. 

“Ufufuufu. Now play with your cute pet, 
Pipsqueak———!” 

Deiferias’s harsh laughter sounded in the area, and she 
waved her arms again. She drew an eerie purplish-red 











pattern in the air. Rashiok sluggishly stood up again and he 
turned his insane eyes towards me. He drooled, groaned, 
and roared. 

My mind went blank. | automatically rolled on the ground 
as he rushed at me. 

“Rashiok ae 

This unbelievable experience made me call out his name 
again. Rashiok roared in anguish again, then he put his face 
to the ground and rubbed his face against it. He was trying 
to shake something off. Deiferias sneered and yelled ina 
high-pitched tone. 

“You're a dragon after all! How dare you resist me!?” 

The woman, who danced with blood flowing from her 
neck and staining her entire body, seemed to be an 
extremely fearsome existence. The only thing | could 
understand was that this was incomprehensible, and | 
almost cowered from this mysterious event. 

That woman is controlling Rashiok. 

No way. How can she control him? My god, something like 
being able to control living beings at will... | couldn’t deny it 
though since there were flickering shadows in the sky just 
above my field of vision. There was an innumerable number 
of phosphorescent moths floating around in the sky above 
the commoner’s district. 

“... You’re controlling the monsters...?” 

It was like the magic Rashiok used to control the wind. 

“Correct. You’re a smart one, aren’t you Pipsqueak. I’m a 
divine messenger of Alfena who can control monsters. I’m 
here to destroy this heretical kingdom where there isn’t 
even a single person who could use the power of God. 
Ahahaha a 

Power of God? If that’s... the same power as what the 
monsters use, then isn’t it magic? 

Or is that what religion is? You believe that it’s god’s 
power just because you can use a power that monsters can? 








| glanced at Wilhelmina, and she was listening as if she 
didn’t care what Deiferias had to say. 

That means that the forces of the nun, the forces of 
Deiferias, the heretics of the anti-noble faction... is the 
Alfena church in the west? Are they just working together or 
is it something else? 

“Say, oh yes, you should come with us too. Pipsqueak, 
you should come with us just like your father did.” 

My eyes turned bright red at that moment. My right arm 
strongly slashed through the air. The spear in my right hand 
flew out of my hand and pierced the woman ’s right thigh. 
Fresh blood gushed out from her thigh like a mist. 

The woman’s loud laughter turned into a shriek. The nun 
finally lost her composure for the first time and called out 
the woman’s name, “Deiferias.” 

My lips lifted in brutal pleasure like a thick, black, heavy 
tar. | touched my cheek with my left hand and realised that | 
was smiling in a very distorted way. 

Laughter escaped from my lips. The insides of my 
stomach boiled. It was hot and painful as if it was searing. 
My head, on the other hand, was as chilled as ever as if it 
was trapped in ice. 

My ears were ringing badly. | felt like | was floating, and | 
couldn't feel the ground anymore. 

My cloudy feelings came out in a low, groaning laughter. 

| stepped on the head of the corpse lying beside me and 
pulled out my rapier which | had pierced into his neck just a 
while ago. 

Deiferias pulled the spear out of her leg and flung it to 
the ground with a clang. Her face was stained with anger 
and humiliation, and she glared at me sharply; her eyes 
were filled with murderous intent and hatred. | felt my lips 
twist even more. 

Did this woman tell me to take my father’s place? 

When | thought that, a muddy stream of hopeless 
emotions that couldn’t be described in a single word filled 


up inside me. 

Even the thought of Rashiok squirming and suffering on 
the ground vanished from my mind. 

“VTL kill you.” 

It sounded so brutal that it froze my brain even more. 

As soon as Deiferias opened both her arms, | darted 
towards her in a straight line and aimed my rapier at her. 

As | had expected, a sword from next to me caught the 
tip of my sword as it headed for the woman’s stomach. | 
heard her click her tongue impatiently, and then the 
deafening metallic sound of blades crossing against each 
other drowned out the clicking sound. 

| stomped on the butt end of the spear as hard as | could, 
and the tip jumped up. Deiferias jumped back to avoid the 
Spear. 

“... Sk, this fucking brat...!” 

As soon as Wilhelmina jumped backwards as if her sword 
had been struck, Rashiok jumped at me from behind while 
roaring. | threw mud at his eyes with my left hand. 

| listened indifferently as the draconis whined. 

| hit his nose without hesitation when he used his forefeet 
to veer off course. The scales that had peeled from his skin 
glittered in the air in front of me. | couldn’t avoid his left 
wing as it passed over my shoulder and grazed it. My arm 
swung in the wrong direction and an unpleasant sound 
came from my shoulder. 

| felt a sharp pain and numbness ran through my arm, 
and my left arm slumped down feebly... My shoulder’s been 
dislocated? If it’s a subluxation then it’s fine, but if my arm 
has been completely dislocated, then that’s a bit of a 
nuisance. 

“Argh, Deiferias. It looks like you’ve done something a 
little unnecessary...” 

Wilhelmina raised her voice in frustration and thrusted 
her sword at my thigh. | kicked it with the sole of my shoes 
which caused it to repel and aim at her dawn coloured eyes. 


| twisted my body and turned my face away while 
grabbing her wet black hair that was spread in the airina 
messy manner, then | pulled it as hard as | could. 

| ripped her hair out. Wilhelmina’s face distorted in pain, 
and she quickly tried to cut off the hair that was still in my 
grip. My rapier shallowly grazed her ear almost at the same 
time. 

“Ugh!” 

A corner of my consciousness calmly observed my prey 
as She let out a slight groan, she’s not used to fighting. Also, 
they seem to have little desire to kill me here. That’s 
convenient. It’d be best if they just keep holding back and 
die. 

“Wilhelmina!” 

Deiferias leaped at me with a dagger in hand. | lowered 
my body to avoid the broken blade that was aimed at my 
neck, then threw mud at the wound on her injured right 
thigh. 

“Arghh, fucking...!” 

The woman’s dagger slashed at my left arm which was 
just hanging in the air. | didn’t care about my injured arm as 
| stepped forward. | swung my rapier from below and 
slashed the woman’s face. 

The woman screamed. The tip of my rapier sliced through 
Deiferias’s left cheek. The woman staggered away from me 
and jumped back. 

| also jumped backwards without hesitation and got away 
from them. 

At the same time, | bit down hard on the high collar of my 
coat. | hooked the guard of my rapier around the fingertips 
of my left hand and used my free right hand to grab my left 
shoulder which had been dislocated. | slowly pulled the 
joint, which didn’t feel deformed, slowly forward and down. 
The pain was even worse than before, and | was sweating 
profusely as if it was raining. A sickening click echoed 
through my body and the intense pain made me blank out. 


| instantly felt like vomiting and a small amount of gastric 
juice flowed back into my mouth. | felt a burning sensation 
at my throat. | quickly vomited the gastric juice out of my 
mouth, put my rapier back into my right arm and readied it. 

| forcefully calmed my erratic breathing. 

My body wobbled. Was | being a little too reckless? 
Deiferias was also adjusting her stance while watching 
me. She was trembling while covering her left eye with her 
hand, her breathing was rough like an animal, and she 

glared at me. 

She didn’t have the slightest hint of ridicule or 
carelessness in her eyes. 

“Deiferias.” 

Wilhelmina held one ear with her bloodied hand behind 
Deiferias as she calmly called out the woman’s name. 

“It’s time to go.” 

The woman’s face twisted in a repulsive expression for a 
moment. Like I'll let you get away. | kicked the ground, but 
Deiferias was faster than me. She waved her fingers in my 
direction, making the mysterious pattern flicker. 

It wasn’t Rashiok who moved, but the countless 
phosphorescent moths in the sky. 

They turned into a pitch-black mass and rushed towards 
me without regard for the water that was spraying from the 
broken water fountain. | instinctively shielded my face. The 
shadows of the phosphorescent moths completely obscured 
my vision. One by one, their wet wings crashed on top of me 
and into the muddy ground. 

They didn’t light on fire because of the water, but their 
sheer number completely blocked my movements. 

| heard the high-pitched scream of a girl in the midst of 
the countless sounds of phosphorescent moths flapping 
their wings as if they were struggling. 

It was Feyria’s voice. | couldn’t help but cuss in my 
mind. I’m sure she’s close by, but | couldn’t even reach out 





to her when I’ve lost my sense of direction because of the 
flapping sounds. 

“BY E, PIP SQUEAK 

| could faintly hear Deiferias’s frustrated, insult-filled 
shout. 

| hazily saw the two of them turn their backs towards me 
among the falling phosphorescent moths who were slowly 
losing their numbers. | also caught the glimpse of someone 
who looked like Feyria in Deiferias’s arms. 

| swept away the fading rain of phosphorescent moths 
and took off my coat that was covered in their corpses. 

Then, | readied my rapier again. | stared at Rashiok in an 
extremely gloomy mood with my bloodshot eyes as he 
foamed at the mouth and drooled. 

“Rashiok o 

| called out to him. He was no longer rubbing his head 
against the ground. 

Rashiok opened his big mouth like a rabid wolf, a beast 
without reason, and jumped straight at me. 

| won’t accept death just because it’s coming for me. 

A strangely calm thought whispered in the corner of my 
mind. 

| rolled on the ground, barely escaping from Rashiok. 
However, his serpentine tail slithered and slammed into me 
from the left with terrifying force, and my light body was 
blown away. 

“Gah...!” 

| rolled on the muddy ground. My body bounced over and 
over on the ground. 

My whole body creaked with an unpleasant sound. | 
choked from the impact, but | quickly stood up as | dragged 
myself to my feet. 

| held my rapier straight in front of my body and waited 
for Rashiok to pounce on me again. 

| felt terrible, like my heart was thirsty and cracked. 


|” 
. 














| felt a stabbing pain as | wiped mud from my face with 
my left hand. Oh, come to think of it, my arm had been 
Slashed. 

| have wounds all over my body... Well, how can | end this 
situation without dying? 

Rashiok stared at me as he wagged his tail unhappily. He 
still hadn’t regained his senses even though Deiferias had 
left. 

Was he completely brainwashed? To make monsters and 
magic beasts completely ignore their habits and lose their 
memories... This technique can’t be explained unless you 
call it magic. 

While | think magicians are ridiculous, | Know that magic 
does exist in this world. I’ve seen radcisilkas freeze entire 
forests and I’ve seen Rashiok manipulate the wind to blow 
away the phosphorescent moths. Monsters and magic 
beasts are creatures with supernatural abilities called 
magic, and it has never been proven that humans can’t 
possess madgIc. 

“Rashiok, come to your senses...!” 

| shouted, but Rashiok didn’t seem to pay any attention 
to my voice. He growled lowly and his eyes were fixed on 
me as if he was looking at prey. 

Do | have to kill him after all? 

Can | even kill him? 

| felt as if Kamil’s face had flashed through my mind for a 
second. 





At worst, my blade could slip off his scales and be 
repelled. 

| would have to aim for his eyes or the inside of his 
opened mouth. 

As soon as | thought about killing him, my mind started 
searching for a vital point where | could kill him in a single 
blow, as it always did. 

A sword isn’t good enough. | want to switch to a spear. 


Against the huge Rashiok, the small distance between us 
can lead to death. 

The spear was lying between Rashiok and I. I’m not sure 
if | can jump in and change my weapon in time... 

My body rapidly began to feel heavy. | don’t believe | can 
avoid him when he leaps at me again. If | want the spear, 
then now is the time to get it. 

| instantly made up my mind. | kicked the muddy ground, 
almost falling forward. Rashiok also started running as if he 
was drawn by my action. 

The mud at the bottom of my shoes made me slip and | 
grabbed the handle of the spear while half rolling on the 
ground. 

Rashiok’s mouth was in front of me as soon as | raised my 
body. 

| reflexively turned the spear sideways to stop his sharp 
teeth from biting me. 

| was surprised by my own spontaneous action. | lost to 
Rashiok’s strength and flipped headfirst onto the ground. 

Pressure seemed to be building in my stiff arm. This beast 
is playing with me, isn’t he? 

“A, aaaaaaah!” 

My shoulder creaked and a splash of bright red blood 
spurt out from the laceration on my left arm. The beast 
cried happily. 

My vision blurred when | screamed out in pain. Rashiok’s 
insane eyes became blurry. 

Shit, why am | crying at a time like this...? 

| couldn’t stop the sobs from escaping from the depths of 
my clenched teeth. 

Why do | have to fight to the death with him? | had raised 
him before he could even open his eyes. This beautiful beast 
has always been by my side. How can | kill him with my own 
hands? 





It’s impossible. | can’t do it. | don’t want to do it 
even if it kills me. 


My arms trembled and the mud at the corner of my eyes 
was being washed away by my tears. 

But | couldn’t let a beast who had lost all reasons live, no 
matter how much | cry my emotions out. 

Especially since it’s a beast that | had raised. Especially 
since it’s the beast that | had raised with him. 

Hanging on the hilt of the spear which Rashiok was biting 
down hard, | kicked at Rashiok’s exposed and defenceless 
throat with all my might. 

| was half-surprised by my own acrobatic skills, but | took 
advantage of the opportunity to switch the spear vertically 
as Rashiok screamed in surprise and turned his body away. 

Now, die. I'll probably be crushed by your body like this 
and die with you, but | don’t mind dying with you. 

... But | didn’t feel the impact of the spear piercing 
through his flesh. 

Rashiok suddenly let out a piercing roar as he pulled his 
huge body completely off me. 

| heard something fall on top of the mud, it was a 
beautiful purplish-red colour. 

Was it his wing? 

It felt as if my heart was being clutched in an icy cold 
hand. | squeezed out an inarticulate scream, “Rashiok.” 

| was suddenly pulled out from the mud. 

| looked up at the person, who had pulled me up, ina 
daze, and said his name in a hoarse voice. 

“.. Kamil.” 

A young man with cold eyes, covered in burn scars, 
pulled my arm. 

: Eh. Is that my real name?” 

Emptiness like a glass ball shot through me. 

It was like the first day we had met. 

Kamil’s eyes looked disoriented as he reached for my left 
arm. When | was lifted up, a sharp pain shot through the 
hole in my left hand, and | groaned silently. 

“Hey, I’ve got some questions for you.” 








His voice sounded unfamiliar. 
I’m sure he’s Kamil, and yet, the more | look at 
him, the more unfamiliar he seemed. 

His slender body was covered in scars, and half his face, 
starting from his cheeks, was covered in burn marks, and 
there was a sword cut across his face. His pearly skin was 
nowhere to be seen, and his pure amber eyes were now cold 
and cloudy, as if it had been made by a poor craftsman. 

Is he really Kamil? | can only assume he is, but I’m not 
sure. 

| suddenly heard Rashiok struggling in the mud, but | 
couldn’t look away from the young man in front of me. 

“Say, what am | to you?” 

| didn’t know how | should answer his question. 

“Answer me, Tsar.” 

But as soon as he called out to me in his 
emotionless voice, a strong urge surged through me from 
the bottom of my stomach. 

“The current you... shouldn’t call me by that name!” 

| flicked away Kamil’s hand and put my strength into my 
right hand which was holding the spear. 

But Kamil didn’t pull out the sword on his hip and just 
stared at me. 

“... Who are you? Are you really Kamil?” 

“Who knows. | don’t.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I don’t remember. Wilhelmina... it seems like the 
comrades of the nun who you were fighting earlier have 
ruined me.” 

Kamil replied indifferently, as if he was talking about 
someone else. 

| looked at his body again. The scarred skin peeking out 
from his clothes were even discoloured in some areas. How 
was he treated for his skin to become discoloured? 

| felt the blood drain from my body as if | had been 
splashed with ice, cold water. 








These weren’t scars from injuries he had sustained in 
Jugfena. 

They were the marks of torture. 

“... Honestly, | probably don’t care who | am anymore.’ 

Kamil muttered sarcastically while | was stunned. | saw 
emotions from him for the first time. 

A dry, worthless feeling of resignation and despair. 

Why did it turn out like this? 

Why did this happen to him? Why did they destroy him 
like this? 

He was like a living corpse. He was like a pitiful 
warrior who had died and was still moving. 

Tears flowed from my eyes. 

... The one who drove Kamil to this state, the one who 
made him like this, is me. It was definitely me. 

Something clanged in front of me as | sobbed; it was a 
dagger that Kamil had taken out. 

| see. 

Is this how | pay for my sins? 

You like me, don’t you? So much so that you don’t 
mind being killed. | also like you, so much so that | don’t 
want to kill you. So, please live. Don’t die. I’m sorry. 

The words of someone whose voice | could no longer 
remember surfaced at the back of my ears. 

| laughed. 

Who is this? Who is this battered girl, stained with blood 
and mud, worn out from insomnia and fatigue, dressed as if 
she was only a man? 
| couldn’t find any trace of Eliza Kaldia or her 
father, whom | had feared so much. 

| made up my mind. | even felt strangely refreshed. 

“Kamil, I’m sorry. My irreplaceable and precious 
Kamil.” 

| already know that | can’t kill you. I’m not strong enough 
to kill something so important with my own hands. 

So, | guess I'll just have to accept my own sins. 


, 























He thrusted his blade at my throat. 

Fresh blood splattered. A colour like my eyes mixed with 
the pouring water. 

2 Wh...y...” 

His hand, which had caught the blade and was holding it, 
turned bright red. 

The blade had pierced Kamil’s hand, and only the tip had 
grazed my throat. 

“Why, Tsar? Why...” 

“Kamil...?| 

| couldn’t understand what was happening. Something 
different from the water of the broken fountain dripped onto 
my hand which was holding the rapier. 

“Why... Why are you trying to get yourself killed instead 
of finishing me off...!” 

Drip, drip, Kamil’s tears fell endlessly onto my hand. 

“Finish... you... Kamil? Stop it!” 

Kamil took the rapier from my hand without listening to 
my protest and pulled out the blade that was stuck in his 
palm with all his might. 

Fresh blood gushed out again, and | couldn’t help but 
cover my face. | didn’t want to see anymore. | couldn’t bear 
the thought of Kamil getting hurt because of me. 

“Shut up, idiot; you idiot Tsar!” 

He shouted in rage as he held me close. He buried his 
face in my shoulder and cried as he clung to me. 

“What happened to the promise you made with me...? 
You said you'll tell me properly.” 

“Ah 

My heart thumped deep in my chest. 

That’s right. | did say that to him. 

I’ll tell you properly. I’ll tell you everything, so please 
don’t die. 

Forgive me. 

7 Forgive me, please forgive me Kamil. It’s my fault. 
Kamil, Kamil...” 





” 
. 








| hugged him as he shook, and my arms were also 
Shaking. 

“It’s okay. | forgive you... | forgive you for everything. So 
please forgive me too, Eliza-sama.” 

We hugged each other while covered in blood. We wiped 
each other’s tears over and over with our bloodied hands, 
as if to confirm the presence of the other in our arms. The 
stroking hands on our cheeks were soon replaced by the 
warmth and wetness of Rashiok’s tongue. 

“Rashiok...?” 

Rashiok whined feebly. The pain of having his wing cut off 
brought him back to his senses. 

That’s good... Ah, I’m so glad. 





Passage 3 


The earliest memory | can recall is of a journey through a 
vast desert. 

Father was driving a covered wagon, and | looked out at 
the vast golden earth and blue sky in Mother’s arms behind 
him. 


“Now, Kamil. Come with Mother.” 

Mother took me by the hand and entered the temple as 
soon as we returned to our kingdom. 

| followed behind her, thinking we were just going on our 
usual walk, but how could this happen? 

Mother’s face looked like that of a stranger’s as we 
walked through the unfamiliar white building. 

“Welcome back, Ilysis-sama.” 

It was eerie to see women dressed in white as if they 
were funeral attendees, bowing to Mother as she walked 
past them. 

“Mum, where are we?” 

Feeling anxious, | pulled on Mother’s sleeve as she 
walked in front of me. | had recently started growing faster, 
and was almost caught up to Mother, who was short for a 
woman. 

“What is it, Kamil?” 

The voice she had uttered as she turned around was cold 
and made me doubt that it was really her voice. 

“Hmm... Where are we?” 

“This is the Temple of Shanak. It is Misorua’s castle which 
is ruled by the priestess. It’s my home... and yours as well 
from today onwards.” 


| couldn’t understand half of what she was saying. This is 
my home? But Father hadn’t mentioned that our home was 
a temple when he told me about it during our journey. 

Father had built a huge mansion with the money he had 
saved since he was young. He told me that all the servants 
were working happily at the mansion. I’m sure they weren’t 
the lifeless women that I’ve been seeing as we walked. 

“... Where’s dad?” 

Why hadn’t she come back with Father? He was in the 
middle of dinner with a customer the last time | saw him. 
We could have slept in the carriage at night like always and 
came home tomorrow. 

Mother refused to answer my question, her faint smile not 
moving in the slightest. 

| was extremely confused. The mother in front of me 
seemed like a different person and the white building that 
surrounded me felt suffocating without a single window. 

Everything was unfamiliar to me. Everything felt natural 
during our journey, but | wonder why it feels uncomfortable 
now. 

“I can’t let that man, who doesn’t even have the power of 
God, step into this sacred temple.” 

“Huh...?” 

| don’t understand what she meant. ‘Who is ‘that man’, 
do you mean dad?’ 

She could only have been speaking about him, but | 
couldn’t believe that Mother had called him that. 

“... Kamil. You are my son, and you will devote your 
power to Misorua.” 


| was born while Father, a merchant, was travelling 
through various kingdoms. The business knowledge that | 
had learnt from him was so natural to me that | don’t even 
remember when | had first acquired it. 


The knowledge and skills Mother had taught me were 
also something that | had learnt without realising. 

Mother would wake me up at dawn, when everyone else 
was still dreaming, and we would sneak around behind the 
caravan tents and wagons to learn martial arts and knife 
handling under the guise of exercise. 

During the daytime when Father was busy with his 
business, | studied among the merchants. | learnt 
how to read, write, count, about money, how to handle 
goods and how to treat customers. 

And at night when Father was out stocking up and 
negotiating, | studied again. Mother taught me about 
our motherland, about the God she believed in, about 
poisons and about the human body. 

Ever since | could remember, this was my daily life. 

| didn’t think there was anything unnatural about it. 








“Now, Kamil. Do it like | taught you.” 

Mother whispered as she pointed at the woman's white 
neck. The woman had been restrained by Mother. She 
couldn’t even scream, and her face was white with fear. 

Mother’s hand rested on my shoulder. 

Keeping my head as empty as possible, | raised my right 
hand which held the short sword and swung it down. 

The tip of the sword pierced the woman’s neck without 
swaying. | Knew that blood would gush out if | pulled it out, 
so | took my hand off the hilt. 

“Wonderful. That’s my boy.” 

Amazing. You did well. That’s my boy. 

The sound of Father’s voice overlapped with Mother’s 
satisfied laugh. 

| brushed Mother’s hand off my shoulder while feeling 
exhausted. It felt tiresome to talk lately, and | really didn’t 
want to talk to Mother. 

“I’m sure Misorua will be delighted.” 

How the fuck would | know? 





| spat at Mother in my mind. 


“You can follow me if you want to get out of here.” 

My whole body felt languid. | couldn’t be bothered to turn 
my head, so | rudely turned my eyes to the man. 

He still looked tall even though he was old, and he spoke 
in a hale and hearty manner. Everyone here was lifeless, so | 
could tell at a glance that he was different from the people 
in the temple. | had been fed up with the sudden arrival of 
this man, but | was a little interested now. 

“... Who did you say you were again?” 

| hadn’t listened to his self-introduction, so | asked him 
sluggishly. 

“lam Siegmund Thelesia, a noble.” 

“Ah... a noble? No wonder.” 

The man raised an eyebrow questioningly at my one- 
sided comprehension. He might be angry at my lack of 
politeness since he said he is a noble. 

Even that didn’t matter to me anymore. He can whip me 
or behead me if he thinks I’m being disrespectful. 

| killed Mother a month ago. 

| was already exhausted by her presence. | poured the 
poison she had taught me about into her food. 

So, | didn’t think | could really kill her. Mother probably 
didn’t expect that her son would kill her with the same 
technique she had taught him. 

Then, Father died two months later. 

He had fallen to ruin after Mother and | had left him a 
year ago. 

He degraded greatly. He was a great merchant who was 
allowed to travel around the kingdom, but then he started 
hanging around rotten nobles and did whatever he wanted. 

| heard that he was executed for poisoning the very noble 
who he was hanging around. 

Poison, was it? Using the same technique, it seems like | 
am my father’s son after all. | had doubted this though since 


Mother had changed so much. 

“I'll say it again. Come with me if you want to get out of 
here. 

The old noble said in a firm voice. | looked back on the 
past year for a few seconds. The days | spent living in this 
beautiful, cold white temple had killed my spirit, just like 
Mother when we had come here. 

| couldn’t find much difference in my corpse-like self 
when | compared myself to the lifeless priestess who 
seemed eerie at first. 

I’ll just die like this if | stay here, maybe in the same way 
that Father and Mother had. 

That much | was sure of. 

“... Alright. I’ll go with you.” 

| replied and the man nodded firmly. 


The kingdom | had been waiting for, the place that was 
said to be my homeland, was like a land of winter for me. 

Maybe because the temple where | had spent time with 
Mother was as white as snow. 

| was always freezing there. 

It was cold and lonely and I’m sure that ‘/’ froze to death 
in that winter kingdom. 


7 Isn’t it painful to take someone’s life because of 
your fears?” 

It wasn’t thawing or the sun breaking through the 
thick clouds. 

It was fire. A fire that would never go out even in the 
Snow was burning in front of me. It was small, but dazzling 
and hot. 

“It’s painful for me, so much so that | even think it’s fine 
for me to die.” 

My frozen body was instantly thawed by force. 

It was the first time my breath didn’t come out white in 
this kingdom. 








That was the beginning of ‘my’ life. 


Chapter 8 


“Are you sure they’re heading to the Great Temple of 
Misorua?” 

“I’m certain! I’m sure that | heard that this big fire and 
everything else is a distraction. Well, | did lose 
consciousness because of the beating though.” 

“Are you sure?!” 

“Trust me, Tsar!” 

| kept silent. “Trust me,” he said. It was only natural that | 
wouldn’t be able to say anything else since Kamil said that. 

“Rashiok, can you go any faster?” 

As soon as | called out to him, Rashiok ran as fast as he 
could through the fiery capital while carrying Kamil and I. 

| was slammed by the wind pressure, and | laid down on 
Rashiok’s back to avoid being blown away. 

As | did this, | noticed that blood was slowly seeping out 
from the base of his severed right wing which was right next 
to my face. 

It was the wing that Kamil had cut off in order to 
keep me alive. 

“... I’m sorry; do your best, Rashiok...!” 

Rashiok’s foot kicked the roof of a building with 
increasing strength as if responding to my voice. He was still 
able to run as lightly as if he was flying in the air even with 
the loss of one of his wings. 

Even in this situation | couldn’t help but give my thanks 
to Earl Thelesia for giving me this magnificent draconis. 

It wasn’t difficult for him to track down Feyria even with 
his body on the edge of its limits. 

A swarm of black, fiery phosphorescent moths swirled in 
the skies of the capital. 





The massive blaze had created a dark cloud over the 
capital. Are they planning to flee under the rain? The dark 
clothes hanging low in the sky merged with the smoke that 
was increasingly rising. 

“Rashiok’s nose won’t work if the rain gets rid of her 
scent...” 

“We'll catch up to them before that happens. Tsar, trust 
the draconis that we raised.” 

“~~~, Shit. Aren’t you having a little too much fun ata 
time like this?!” 

“Of course, | am. I’m with Tsar right now.” 

| groaned. Ah, that’s right. This is how we’ve always 
interacted with each other. 


000000 


Rashiok let out a low growl. 

| could see the roof breaking in front of me. The 
phosphorescent moths were buzzing above us. 

Deiferias was standing in the plaza in front of the Great 
Temple of Misorua, manipulating the phosphorescent moths 
with her fingertips, as if she was dancing. A number of 
hateful purplish-red lights trailed in the sky and swarms of 
phosphorescent moths began to move as if they were 
connected by a string. 

It was a terrible, yet fantastic scene. The pain in my left 
hand forced me to shake off the hazy, distant memories that 
flashed through my mind. 

| saw Feyria sitting limply on the ground beside the 
dancing Deiferias. 

| lightly tapped Rashiok’s neck. 

“Let’s go!” 

Rashiok jumped from the roof of the three-story building 
towards the woman on my command. 

I'll show you that a magic beast of Amon Nohl, a steep, 
rocky, snow-covered mountain, can kill you on landing 


impact with its great flexibility. 

Deiferias jumped back in surprise since the attack came 
out of nowhere. 

Kamil, Rashiok and | all moved at once to take advantage 
of this opportunity. 

Rashiok took Feyria in his mouth and left the plaza at 
once. 

Kamil drew his short sword and leped at Deiferias, and | 
Slipped behind the holy mother statues in front of the 
temple. | swallowed the cough as the pressure on my 
weakened organs got the better of me. 

“Ah, Kamille, you’ve finally betrayed us!” 

“Betrayed? Don’t be ridiculous. My one and only master 
has always been and always will be —— Eliza-sama.” 

Kamil’s sword, which was aimed at Deiferias’s chest, was 
repelled by a wide knife. Kamil was able to dodge the slash 
of her knife with minimal movement. 

He jumped back this time when the phosphorescent 
moths rushed at him with a repulsive sound. 

This was the first time that | had ever seen him fight 
properly. 

His movements weren’t as monstrous as Claudia’s. | now 
understood the sword that had neither a noble’s elegance or 
a warrior’s vulgarness. His sword was for killing. | need to 
talk to Earl Thelesia later since he told me that Kamil was 
the son of a merchant. No... | can just ask Kamil from now 
on about numerous things. 

“Now, dance as hard as you can if you don’t want to be 
turned into a ball of flames!” 

Her high-pitched, raspy yell was swallowed by the sound 
of the innumerable flapping wings. 

Although Kamil was perfectly capable with a sword, there 
was still a limit to what a single human could do. The 
countless number of phosphorescent moths that fluttered 
and danced in the air began to swarm together, and he was 


unable to close the distance between Deiferias and himself, 
little by little. 

“Ahahaha, come on, dance more!” 

The woman’s dance became more intense, at the same 
time, more phosphorescent moths began wriggling on the 
ground. 

This time, there wasn’t any water that was conveniently 
sprouting around. Deiferias didn’t hesitate to send the 
phosphorescent moths towards Kamil like a tsunami. 

Kamil’s expression showed his impatience. He 
immediately cut off the knight’s uniform that began to 
smoke, but the phosphorescent moths were closing in on 
him. 

| stared at the battle from behind the statues of the holy 
mother while holding my breath. | was aware of the whole 
scene as if | were looking at a huge painting, and | bit back 
the scream that wanted to escape from my throat every 
time a phosphorescent moth swarm grazed past Kamil. 

I’m the eye. | have to see things differently from Kamil. | 
must cut off all impulses and emotions and keep my head 
cool 

Then, with a few words, | looked for a chance and 
shouted as loud as | could. 

“To the right, Kamil! Aim for her blind spot!” 

Deiferias’s magic seemed to start from one point. 
Her left eye, which | had damaged with my own hands, 
may not have gone blind, but her eyesight seemed to have 
been significantly affected. While | was calmly observing 

their fight, | noticed that the movements of the 
phosphorescent moths on her left lacked energy. 

Her flashy, dancing movements were almost deceiving, 
but when the woman was trying to control Rashiok or give 
commands to the phosphorescent moths, she always looked 
at them. 

The woman’s magic had two qualities: the ability to give 
simple, automatic movements and partial control, and the 








ability to direct movements manually at her own discretion. 

The woman was startled by my voice and looked away 
from Kamil for a second. She turned her face away from him 
and turned towards the statues of the holy mother. 

Her fingertips cut through the air towards me. 

The red glow in the plaza rushed towards me at once. 

“Burn to death, Breast!” 

My eyes turned black. 

| held my breath in order to rouse my body which was 
trying to break down if | relaxed. 

You’re the one who will die, Deiferias! 

| swung the draconis wing at the wall of phosphorescent 
moths in front of me. It was Rashiok’s wing, which had been 
cut off because she had controlled him. 

A gust of wind roared in the air. 

| was about to be blown away, but | struggled to stand 
firm on the spot. 

The weightless phosphorescent moths were flung away 
by the surging wind and easily pushed towards the opposite 
direction. 

A woman's scream was mixed in with the roar of the 
wind, and then her screams turned into shrieks. 

In the centre of the plaza where the phosphorescent 
moths were scattered, Kamil’s sword had pierced the 
woman ’s chest. 

Her amber limbs slumped to the ground as he withdrew 
his blade. 

Her bright red blood spread on the ground every time she 
twitched. 

The phosphorescent moths who were fluttering about in 
confusion gathered around the dying Deiferias as if drawn 
by her blood. 

Her voice trailed off into the void. 

The smell of burning flesh wafted through the air and my 
consciousness was fading from the nauseating feeling. 

But, we won. He definitely killed her. | won. 





“Too bad. | won.” 


Then, a voice came from the sky. 

A huge bird flapped its wings against the dark clouds and 
rose from the roof of the Great Temple into the air. 

“Wilhelmina!” 

Wilhelmina and 
back. 

“Nh ” 

| Know that face. 

Dressed in simple monk’s clothes, with beautiful black 
hair and violet eyes that were like jewels. 

That was, without a doubt, Alba, the hidden 
character in that otome game. 

“Ahahahahaha. It worked! Now the Prince is mine. 
Look, you greedy, arrogant nobles of Arxia. | have obtained 
the scythe of death that | will use against you at last!!” 

Wilhelmina’s loud laughter echoed through the air. 

Wait, Prince, prince. Alba... He’s the First Prince who 
entered the monastery! 

“Stop it! Do you want another war!?” 

The only destination where Wilhemina could escape to 
with Albert on that bird is Rindarl from the beginning 
six years ago, the purpose of these people was to get Albert 
out of this kingdom. 

“War? No, that’s not it. What | want is the destruction of 
Arxia.” 

Wilhelmina replied with a smile filled with gloominess. 

;: You think I’m going to let you do that?” 

Instantly, the ground shook with a thud and a golden light 
fell from the sky with a roar. 

The giant bird shrieked, and the sound of lightning 
continued two and three more times. 

Then the giant bird shook and tilted its body and 
fell from the roof to the ground. 


a boy with black hair was on its 























“Did you think you would get away with it under the 
Priestess Faris’s watch?” 

Kamil and | could only look up in surprise as the events 
unfolded. 

| looked up and saw that Priestess Faris and Earl Thelesia 
were standing at the entrance of the Great Temple of 
Misorua. 

“Argh don’t get in my way! You’re trying to take 
everything away from me! You’re not satisfied with taking 
away my Crown Prince title and separating me from my 
mother, you have to take away my future and 
freedom too!” 

Albert stood up from under the wings of the giant bird. 

“Taking away? That’s odd. Prince Albert, you’ve never 
had any freedom since you were born as a prince.” 

Earl Thelesia’s words shattered Albert’s fury. 

“What a 

Albert widened his eyes and looked at the two adults who 
were standing in his way with a stunned expression. 

... This was the first time | had seen someone tainted with 
hatred and despair. 

“I'll never forgive you, | can’t forgive you. I'll 
definitely... be free, even if | have to destroy this kingdom!” 
The air seemed to tremble as if frightened by his anger. 
The giant bird got up as if it had snapped, and a white 

bolt of lightning flew towards Earl Thelesia and Faris. Buta 
golden bolt of lightning flashed from somewhere. The two 
lightning bolts collided and dissipated with a huge 
explosion. 

What the fuck is happening? What the fuck is going 

















on? 

Is this magic too? ... Is Priestess Faris using magic? 

| couldn’t keep up with the battle that was happening in 
front of me. Too many unrealistic things were happening. 

The white lightning controlled by the giant bird and the 
golden lightning controlled by Faris cancelled each other 


out, and exploded, crushing the outer walls of the Great 
Temple, the paved road, the planted trees and the statues. 

Then, the battle which seemed to be evenly matched, 
suddenly came to an end. 

“Guhh, gaah!” 

Earl Thelesia coughed up blood. The golden lightning 
faded for a moment, and the two of them were blown away 
in the aftermath of the explosion. 

“Siegmund!” 

“Earl Thelesia!” 

The giant bird took advantage of this moment to fly into 
the sky. 

Albert got away . The seeds of war flew into a place 
that was out of my reach. 

“Wait!” 

| yelled my lungs out, but the giant bird disappeared 
beyond the dark clouds. 





Chapter 9 


It was already at the end of autumn when | had my 
meeting with Corneille, Freche’s third son. The confusion 
and clean-up of the summer’s series of incidents had finally 
been settled. 

We exchanged a few words and drank some tea before 
getting down to business in the Academy parlour, which had 
become the temple with what few personnel were left. 

“Is this what you were talking about?” 

He took out a crema-coloured lump nervously. | took it 
and handed it to Radka, who was standing behind me. 

Radka smelled it to confirm that it was what it was meant 
to be and touched my right shoulder. That was the signal to 
tell me that it was. 

“It seems so. Thank you for obtaining it, Corneille Freche. 
My business with you is now done.” 

“That’s good. | feel relieved.” 

He patted his chest in relief and looked anxiously at the 
lump in Radka’s hand. 

“Umm, is it really alright? Because that’s... that, right? 
The thing that caused a big disturbance in the capital.” 

“The addictive beeswax. That’s right.” 

It was the rembia beeswax that Viscount Roguesia had 
been making. 

“So, it is...” 

| helped him break off the engagement between Feyria 
Roguesia and Gosta Agren in exchange for the beeswax. It 
was a drug, so he had to do some shady trading for it. | 
nodded, and he turned pale. 

| shook my head, “It’s fine.” 


“This beeswax will be allowed to be purchased and 
possessed as a ‘pharmaceutical drug’ from tomorrow.” 

“Pharmaceutical, drug?” 

“That’s right. You will need a prescription from a licensed 
doctor, but any noble will be able to purchase and possess a 
certain quantity of this beeswax. It will be treated as 
medicine according to the doctor’s prescription, and the 
patient will be responsible for its addictive side effects. Such 
medicines will be designated and controlled by the state.” 

Arxia has laws and systems in place to control dangerous 
poisons and drugs, but all drugs that were deemed 
dangerous were all banned from production, sale and use 
even if they could be used for medicinal purposes. That was 
why there was little progress in medicine, and a high rate of 
death by illness despite there being a well-developed exam 
and licensing system for doctors... Although, the average 
life expectancy in this kingdom is higher than any of its 
surrounding kingdoms. 

Noble children often go on to become doctors and 
everyone was concerned about the lack of variety and 
research for drugs. As soon as a drug is found to be toxic to 
the human body, it is subjected to regulation, no matter 
how effective it is in treating any disease. Drugs and poisons 
are two sides of the same coin, and because of that 
situation, technological development has been slow and 
ineffective. 

... [didn’t do much. | just talked to the adults around me 
at the end-of-season ball about a vague idea | had for a 
system. | believe | talked a lot with nobles who had lost 
family members because of the drug restrictions, and with 
nobles from fiefs that were cultivating medicinal plants. 

“Beeswax mixed with rembia juice can be addictive, but 
it’s on the mild side among the regulated products. It won’t 
affect you too much as long as you don’t use it every day. 
And it has a long history of use as folk medicine, especially 


for forest syndrome in the southern kingdoms... and in 
Rindarl.” 

“What is forest syndrome?” 

“... Forest syndrome is a disease that isn’t often heard 
about in the south. It is caused by inhaling the scales of the 
cotton butterfly, a monster that has a symbiotic relationship 
with the cypraeid trees, causing respiratory failure due to 
the inflammation of the bronchial tubes, and the lungs are 
also weakened due to the toxins. There are a lot of cypraeid 
forests in the north, and there are a lot of cotton butterflies 
too. Rembias works as a repellent for the butterflies, and the 
smoke from it has been shown to have a mild anti- 
inflammatory and detoxifying effect. The documents | 
prepared in advanced contained a detailed list of medicinal 
properties, which | have presented to your father, and he 
was the first to approve it as a pharmaceutical drug.” 

| learned more about the medicinal properties of the 
rembia beeswax from Rindarl’s former slaves who are still 
staying in Arxia. They are people from the southern 
kingdom. Besides making tea with the petals, they knew 
that mixing rembia juice with sugar made a weak antidote 
and the smoke can be inhaled to smooth swollen throats. 

Marquis Rettalgau confirmed with the peace ambassador 
that the information about rembias cultivated in the south of 
Rindarl being used as medicine, or drugs, in the north came 
from a neighbouring kingdom since the source of Agren’s 
information was Nordsterm. The peace ambassador wanted 
to give Arxia a good impression, so he immediately 
submitted documents summarising the effects of the 
medicine and the cases in which it was prescribed for. When 
it was included in the information that Earl Thelesia had 
gathered for me, | was surprised that the Prime Minister 
would be making a direct move. 

“Eh, ah.” Corneille looked puzzled as his eyes moved 
around listlessly. | tilted my head and he lowered his gaze 
uncomfortably. 


“I’m sorry. | didn’t understand half of what you said since 
there were many unfamiliar words.” 

“... Ah, no. That’s my fault for not being considerate 
enough.” 

Medical science is specialist knowledge in this world and 
the technical terms used in medical science aren’t 
commonly known. Even words that were commonly known 
to people in the memory of my previous life are not often 
included in the education for nobles. 

Lately, I’ve been talking only with nobles who have 
knowledge about pharmaceutics and medical science, so | 
forgot about that... It was my fault for using words that he 
wouldn’t understand. 

“Simply put, rembia is very useful as medicine for certain 
local diseases in the north. It’s easier to use when it’s 
processed as wax since the smoke can be inhaled.” 

“You've simplified all that quite a bit.” 

“You should ask your father about this more since you'll 
be deeply involved with this in the future.” 

After all, this was the main industry of the land his bride- 
to-be will inherit. I’m certain the Earl Freche will make sure 
that Corneille, of all people, learns about it. 

“That’s true. Well, that concludes our business. 
Thank you for your help, Earl Kaldia.” 

“No, thank you.” 





| knocked on the door. 

“Enter,” | heard Maya, the maid, reply. 

“Excuse me, Elize-dono.” 

“Eliza-sama!” 

Elize smiled like a blooming flower and called my name. 
She was sitting on her bed with the windows closed and her 
complexion didn’t look good. She seemed to be feeling 
under the weather today. 

There were no cotton butterfly scales in the capital, and 
yet she was this weak because the poison from the scales 


had already accumulated in her lungs. 

“I’m happy that | get to see you often these days. But 
aren’t you busy?” 

“l also want to see you as much as | can when | have 
time, Elize-dono, just like how you always come to see me.” 
Elize widened her eyes in surprise, then she closed her 

eyes and laughed in embarrassment. 

“I! can’t bear to hear that you’ve been bedridden. | 
wanted to see you healthy... So...” 

| suddenly felt heat around my face as if blood had 
rushed to it. 

... What? It’s so embarrassing. 

“What are you embarrassed for?” 

Radka stood behind me and shook his head. | see, am | 
embarrassed? 

“Hmm, ahem. Elize-dono, there’s something | want to 
give you today. Can you accept it?” 

“Yes? What is it?” 

She tilted her head, then widened her eyes in surprise 
even more when a person of indeterminable gender and age 
in a white robe peeked out from behind me. 

“... Oh, it’s this girl?” 

As the priest was about to approach Elize with a curious 
look, Radka, who was further behind, plucked the hem of 
her veil and stopped her. 

“This is Priestess Faris, a licensed national doctor. She has 
come here today as a doctor. I’ve already informed your 
father and uncle about this, so don’t worry.” 

“A national doctor,” Elize said in a quiet voice while 
stunned. 

There aren’t many national doctors. The huge amount of 
knowledge and money required for the exam narrows down 
the participants, and it is said that only half of the doctors 
who take that exam pass. 

The national medical license was established as a 
qualification to become a doctor for the royal family, and 


there was little need for it at a non-governmental level. 

Such doctors will probably increase in the future as the 
demand for handling pharmaceutical drugs rises, but there 
are less than fifty national doctors at the moment. 

“| heard you have forest syndrome. Do you mind if | ask 
you a few questions?” 

“Ah... yes.” 

Elize was puzzled by the suddenness of the situation, but 
she immediately relaxed when | nodded my head. 

“Please take care of me.” 

Priestess Faris asked Elize how she coughed, how often 
She had seizures and how long they lasted. Elize answered 
the various questions and Maya occasionally commented as 
well. 

After questioning Elize, Priestess Faris wrote on the card 
that served as a permission slip for the medicine, ‘Burn the 
rembia beeswax for 15 minutes every day, and when the 
seizures decrease, then only burn it when she has seizures,’ 
and handed it to me. “Aren’t you glad?” she said. 

“Coughing from the forest syndrome can become a habit. 
It can eat away at your strength even more than being 
weakened by the poison. But you must persevere. The day 
will come when you can go where you want to go and touch 
what you want to touch as long as you have the medicine. 
Have hope, and rest assured.” 

She spoke in a very priestess-like way. Just listening to it 
was enough to give one a sense of security. 

“Okay.” 

Radka and | watched in silence as Priestess Faris patted 
Elize’s shoulder in comfort. 

“Thank you very much... Eliza-dono.” 

Elize’s eyes were moist with happiness. 

Priestess Faris slipped out of the room without making a 
sound. Radka and | walked over to Elize’s bed. 

“It’s something I’ve been wanting to give you. | hope 
you'll accept it.” 


| said and Radka gently presented Elize with the beeswax 
box in his hand. 

“What is this?” 

“It’s rembia beeswax, the medicine for forest syndrome. 
It has legal restrictions on its usage, so you have to follow 
what Priestess Faris said, but the poison will clear from your 
lungs in a few years.” 

Elize stared at the box on her lap in surprise. 

Of course, the medicine was expensive. Rembia beeswax, 
a pharmaceutical drug, is probably the most expensive drug 
to be prescribed. That was why it was obtained through the 
black market. 

“Why don’t you come visit Kaldia when you’re no longer 
having seizures? The new feudal lord’s mansion stands ona 
hill by the river... it’s not as beautiful as the Golden Hill, but 
the water glistening in sunlight is very beautiful. | would 
love for you to see it.” 

| felt very embarrassed. | could feel heat gathering in my 
face. 

“| want to see it. I’ll definitely visit. Thank you very much, 
Eliza-sama... I’m very, very happy.” 

Elize burst into tears. Radka and | were startled by her 
tears and quickly comforted her. She cried like that for a 
while. 

“... Thank you very much.” 

| first bowed to Faris, who was waiting in front of Elize’s 
dormitory. 

“It’s alright. Are you done with your visit?” 

“I’m only here to see how she’s doing.” 

“| see.” 

“Yes.” 

The conversation ended for a moment. It’s impossible to 
have a friendly conversation with Priestess Faris after all. 

“How is Earl Thelesia———?” 

“He’s fine. He can go home soon.” 

She had settled the matter quickly. 


Earl Thelesia, who had collapsed in battle, had taken 
shelter at Sheen Temple and was recuperating. | Knew that 
he hadn’t died, but it seemed that he had recovered 
successfully. 

“It looked like he pushed himself too hard. It would have 
been dangerous had he fallen ill or something, but | have no 
intention of letting him fall ill on my watch.” 

Earl Thelesia had collapsed because he was lending 
power to Faris, who was using magic in that battle. He had 
said that he was using the power of two people for the high- 
powered spell, but he had run out of power first and 
collapsed. 

Magic. Well, it’s true that Faris, who is called the 
Eye of God, has an insight beyond human comprehension 
which can be summed up in one word: magic. I’m still 
unsure about whether the lightning battle of that day can 
really be summed up as magic... but well, the opponent was 
a magic beast. If a magic beast can use magic, then it 
wouldn’t be surprising for a human to use magic. 

It is said that Faris is a priestess of the temple because of 
her power, but | don’t know if that’s true or not, since | don’t 
know how the other magicians are living. It was only at that 
battle that | became aware that magicians existed. 

“Don’t tell anyone about this.” 

“Of course not.” 

| agreed sincerely. Information about people who can use 
magic was best kept away from the public. 

“... |don’t want to become someone who returns goodwill 
with evil.” 

| vowed to take this matter to my grave because of the 
debt of gratitude that | owe both Faris and Earl Thelesia. 

Faris laughed abruptly, put her hand on my head for a 
moment and then left. 

... What was that? Was she going to pat me on the head? 
I’ve always wondered if those two aren’t good with children. 





000000) 


Winter arrived before long. | went back to Kaldia when 
the Academy was on break and became completely used to 
living a peaceful life. 

There was a thick layer of snow from the heavy snowfall 
yesterday outside as usual. Since this morning, dust-like 
snow had been falling noiselessly onto the ground and the 
pile of snow on the ground will probably get even thicker. 

When | went down to the dining room to have breakfast, 
Claudia was talking with Madam Marechan. They greeted 
me cheerfully when they noticed that | had entered the 
room, “Morning!” 

| returned their greeting and asked Nathan, the chef, to 
prepare my meal before taking my seat. 

By coincidence, Oscar and Madam Hortensio arrived, then 
Radka, Thiele and Rekha, who had started living in the 
mansion as apprentice maids, also turned up. 

The dining room, which was supposed to be more 
Spacious than the one at Golden Hill, was filled to capacity 
when a lot of people gathered at once. Isn’t this the first 
time so many people have gathered here? 

“.,. It’s really interesting to see how many people of 
different origins live together in this mansion.” 

Oscar, a relative newcomer to the group, grumbled and | 
agreed with him. 

Bellway, Madam Marechan, Claudia, Oscer, Madam 
Hortensio, Radka, Thiele and Rekha. 

Before | knew it, there were more people living in this 
mansion than the number of family members who | had 
poisoned and killed. 

... IC was quite an emotional experience when | thought 
about it. 

| followed Rashiok, who was excitedly rolling around in 
the snow, under the dim snowfall sky. 


The snow, which had fallen this morning, was soft and 
smooth, making it difficult to walk on. My thick woollen 
cloak was also annoying. It was heavy already, since it 
reached my knees, but it became even heavier with water 
as the hem reached the snow. 

| really don’t think I’Ill ever like winter, | thought. 

| didn’t find it as difficult to walk as | used to, maybe 
because I’ve grown, but | don’t like the feeling of my 
movements being impeded. 

| buried my face in my scarf and followed Rashiok in 
silence as he occasionally stopped to look at me. 

We descended the hill and crossed the completely frozen 
Sera River and came down to the newcomers’ village. The 
village is usually bustling with activity, but today, because 
of the snow, all the houses in the village were quiet as if 
they were trying to catch their breaths even though their 
lights were on. 

Hibernation was usually like this. They stay indoors, 
huddle with family and enjoy the fire while trying not to 
consume too much energy. They don’t particularly sleep, but 
they spend winter almost as if they’re hibernating. 

| warmed my fingertips with a glass bottle of hot tea and 
watched the stillness for a while. Rashiok jumped around 
happily on the snow, which didn’t have a single footprint on 
it, in the plaza in the centre of the village. 

| went to the village chief’s house and briefly asked him if 
there was anything troubling the village. He answered, 
“Nothing at the moment,” and | told him, “I’ll check on the 
village again when it isn’t snowing so much,” before 
heading to the next village. 

| rode on Rashiok’s back as we went from village to 
village. Travelling from village to village in the silent winter, 
when only the shadows of the trees remained under the 
cover of snow and darkness, is almost impossible for 
humans even in the fief where they were born and raised. 


But if one had a draconis, then it was possible for humans 
to travel through winter on their backs. 

| patted Rashiok’s right shoulder, which had a gaping hole 
in it. When | laid down and put my cheek against his wound, 
his remaining wing opened a little as if he thought | was 
cold, and the wind against my face disappeared. 

| don’t Know how it works, but it seems that draconis can 
use their wings to manipulate wind. Oscar knew this and 
told me about it before | fought Deiferais in the capital. | 
was able to create a wind by waving his wing because | was 
using the magic power that was left in his clipped wings. 

Just as phosphorescent powder from phosphorescent 
moths can be crystallised into light, some of the materials 
obtained from the bodies of magic beasts contain magical 
power. They can’t be used forever, and like battery-operated 
tools, they will eventually become useless. 

Rashiok’s wing had lost their supernatural power to 
create wind and have now been embalmed and stored in 
the warehouse. The light and strong coating of a draconis 
can be incorporated into armour that | will make after | stop 
growing. 

| intended to use my draconis’s wing, which had to be cut 
off, for as long as | could. | believe | have the duty to do so. 

“Rashiok...” 

I’m sorry. Thanks. Both were words that rose to my 
throat, but eventually dissipated before they could be 
voiced. 

His long, snake-like tail moved and gently stroked my 
almost motionless left shoulder. 

We understand each other better than anyone else even 
though we were a human and a beast. 

I’m glad you’re here. 

I’m so glad | didn’t kill you. 

| remembered the day when we walked through the snow 
like this and felt very sentimental. 


| couldn’t get rid of the ghastly thoughts that haunted me 
as if my body was being chopped up little by little at every 
opportunity, or as if I’m being forced to cut myself down. 

| can’t believe I’m finally able to think thoughts like, I’m 
glad you’re alive and I’m glad | didn’t kill you. 

| sighed and laughed at myself at the same time. 

Why did | end up in a world that seemed like the setting 
of an otome game? ... | can’t believe I’ve come to feel that 
it’s normal to have such gloomy thoughts. Why? 

The suffocating emotions slowly swirled in the back of my 
chest like piling un-melted snow. 

| let out a long sigh until my lungs were empty with my 
face down on Rashiok’s back. 

" Tsar.” 

His large palm stroked my back gently. 

“Are you sick? Wandering around out in the cold like this, 
are you stupid?” 

| saw the Golden Hill when | looked up. Rashiok was 
happily rubbing his tail against the person who was standing 
beside him, and | recalled that | hadn’t told him where to go 
next. He probably chose to go to a place he wanted to go 
since | hadn’t told him our destination. 

“Well, it’s cold, but I’m not sick.” 

“Alright, alright.” 

“Another blizzard is going to start soon. | won’t be able to 
deal with any problems that arise if | don’t go around the 
villages before that.” 

“| get it. Let’s go inside.” 

He urged and Rashiok went through the front door. 

It had been a while since | had been here, and the Golden 
Hill mansion seemed quiet and empty, probably because 
there were hardly any people here. 

" Can | take you over there today?” 

| asked and the back of the man walking in front of me 
turned around. 

“Okay. It’s cold here after all. But why?” 








“| don’t want to leave you in this cold, lonely place.” 

It almost seemed unbearable compared to the morning 
bustle. 

“So, let’s talk. Let’s ask each other all the 
questions we want to ask. Okay?” 

A smile appeared on his burnt face. 

Kamil replied, “Okay,” to that as well. 








Epilogue 


It was at the end of winter when | received a letter from 
the royal castle while | was busy preparing to move into the 
Academy dormitory. 

There was half a month left until the Academy entered 
winter break, but a letter from the royal family told me to 
hurry up and get to the castle, so | had to do everything | 
could to get to the castle as fast as possible. 

This is the duty of a noble, and it’s only natural for me to 
use the fastest mount to fulfil that duty. 

Therefore, | decided to ride Rashiok to the castle with 
Claudia, who was completely useless in preparing and 
making arrangements. Of course, this included my revenge 
for suddenly being summoned. 

... |was constantly given the right of passage on the 
road, and people took the liberty of avoiding me even in the 
normally crowded areas of town. 

The trip was more comfortable than ever, but | could hear 
screams everywhere, so I'll try to refrain from riding Rashiok 
in the capital... 


“Enter, Earl Einsbark.” 

The door to the audience room was opened and | was 
ushered inside. 

What the fuck is going on? | Knew that it was a royal 
summons, but | didn’t expect that | would have an audience 
with the King. 

If such an occasion were to come to a junior noble, then it 
would be for a triumphant return, a prize ceremony, ora 
promotion ceremony. | have experienced all of those... but | 
have no idea which one of those it would be. 


Sometimes the King would issue a decree like he did 
today, but in those times, Fadarat, the residence of the royal 
family, would be used instead of Alectoria, where the 
government is located. 

The gorgeous audience hall in Alectoria castle was 
Originally designed to be used for state guests, and it costs 
as much as a small evening party to use. 

In the furthest corner of the audience room, on a throne 
built on a tiered platform, sat His Majesty the King, and next 
to him stood Archduke Dorvadine. Below the platform stood 
Marquis Rettalgau, the Crown Prince, Alfred, Grace, Eric and 
even Sieghart. 

... What’s with these members? The mere fact that the 
three who made decisions in the palace are all here was 
enough to give me chills, but in addition to that, the four 
targets of the otome game are also here. 

A terrible premonition crept over me. 

| was careful not to look at His Majesty the King so as not 
to be disrespectful as | stepped forward and kneeled. 

“Eliza Kaldia Einsbark has come before you in response to 
His Majesty’s summons.” 

“Thanks for coming. Look up, Earl Einsbark. There is 
something | must ask of you.” 

| was a little bewildered by his overly frank statement, 
but | did as he asked and looked up. 

| raised my head and lowered my gaze for a moment. 
Rather than feeling like there was something | shouldn’t be 
looking at, | felt as if | had to pretend that | hadn’t seen her. 
| was slow in noticing her dress which was the same colour 
as the banner behind the throne. 

Why is the heroine of the otome game waiting for me 
with the King? 

“Let me introduce you. This is Emilia Uriel de la Rindarl, 
from the Archduke House of the neighbouring Rindarl Union 
Dukedom. She has come to our kingdom as a foreign 
exchange student. | would like to ask you to cooperate with 


my son, Alfred, to ensure that she is not inconvenienced at 
the Academy.” 

Erm... So, you want me to look after Emilia? But wasn’t 
that the role of those four over there in the game? 

The vision of the next two years which | had roughly 
planned shattered noisily in my mind. 

Or rather, | don’t understand what is happening. Why 
would I, the person who had made a bad name for herself in 
the Rindarl army, be included among the people who will 
look after her? 

| don’t know if Emilia Knows about me or not, but if she 
does, then it would cause her to have a bad impression of 
me. 

... IS that what he wants? 

Did he choose me to humiliate the hostage princess of a 
defeated nation...? 

| didn’t believe that Arxia would treat Rindarl like this, but 
it wasn’t impossible since dislike for Rindarl has grown even 
within the House of Lords. 

“My name is Emilia Uriel de la Rindarl. It’s a pleasure to 
meet you.” 

Emilia, who had stepped forward in response to the King’s 
words, introduced herself in a voice that couldn’t hide her 
anxiety and bowed. It was the most respectful bow in Arxia, 
even though it was still clumsy. 

| was about to frown, but | held it in. It was rather bad for 
her, who has been welcomed as the Archduchess, to give 
the most respectful bow to me, who has the lowest rank, in 
a place where all the members of the royal castle are 
present, no matter what her ulterior motives may be. 

| looked at Marquis Rettalgau and he nodded slightly. 
Does he want me to correct her mannerism as well...? 

eaauds  meehleom | humbly accept.” 

| squeezed out after a long moment of silence. Well, | had 
no choice but to say that. 

Wait. 





Then, | remembered. Cold sweat trickled down my back. 
This... This scene was familiar. 
It was the opening scene of that otome game. It’s 
the event where the heroine is introduced to the capture 
targets. 

Or it was supposed to be. 

So why am | here? 

Don’t tell me No way. It can’t be. Am | a capture 
character instead of the villainess? 








Why —— Why did it turn out like this!? 
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